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CHAPTER I. 



v3^ mature and deliberate scrutiny, Mr. 
"Faulkner thought the refusal in J^s^trice's 
letter not so very steady; there wajs eve|i 
an incoherence in it, from whfch he w^ 
disposed to judge tfiat some hidden anfl 
i^yQterious motive, entir<?ly independent 
pf ja want of affectfpn, prompted h?r to 
giye a negative J;^ his request. I{e was 
tfif> dearsigl^ted .flpt to perceive that his 
gddr^sesto.apy^oiie member of the Wy* 
<^erly f9iHi]y woi^fl ni^t with ^o d^s^p* 
BTolw^pii from tl|e parepf^i m f^^ti'he 
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4 BBAYRfCS. 

to the eommonpliioe iraism, ^of 'estdem*- 
ihg him a& a friend, avA rioiking rame.^ 
She seeikied faorried in her feettng^^-itfMl 
"wretched in her tbind, lietermyied to re- 
fuse him; yet it seemed at oon^deraUe 
'^pence to her mind and feelings, ?and:he 
was far from being satisfied at Hie epistle; 
and, in all probability, had Beatrice taken 
more time in the formation' of it, and read 
•it calmly 6ver to herself, dwdKng i^eith 
i^pecTEil ^s^e on the contents, in all human 
possibility she would never have sent it. 
Bhe had only time to run it hltistily!thit)ngb, 
fbr the servant was waiting for the post- 
bag: only once thtongh, we say, and 
'4hat was not enough in a momehtoos case 
xJf answering a lov$r*s 4Bpistle. 

Mr. Faulkner then wished for a personal 
Irtterview; and to fUrther his wishes in 
that respect, he wrote to request It as eariy 
lis. possible — f&r all delay then, was to him 
tiiore than i^ually iHcsdmet he saw the 
valpe of the prize; <and as fhr as an honour- 
able man could go to obtain it, he was ire- 
solved to proceed. OSe was denied this. 
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BeaibKe^ h&p^d he leQuU thwk nOimoK 
o£heep and wiM 9mry hee l0n«e tifd RQl 
b«eii suffieientty dedsi^e: tbere whb one 
^rastioQ in hitldhihudiVfi^bm^^fin wbatw 
everman^weriikg; it rdialiedtalier having 
aooie.olter lo^^* Shd: ha4. nw?> oo tbn 
fawKMir and mt^ of 9, li4y« Wkere thea, 
txist^ th« motivQ €^ 4e^? Hc^ ooqld 
Bot compNlien4; 49d v^ much p<?r* 
pkdbod inc bn icdiid» bf AC^oippaqied hif 
Wtqr imd audt to (own §or the •¥ri|it€|>r-&iv 
be cared not h^m simi her Idt a pltK^t 
nUdi, divfelb^^f its <AiW «t»rm, pould 
ooly appear to hki.botb ch^rtol aii4 mer 

la'co o g oqu^ Qe o£ Anne Wyctesly^s m 
healthy a TCfflfiDVfd tp Ln-^ — ^» was d?ieiiieci 
neoessary, not to mudi for sea Bir, a9 
diange of aittiatiofi and pletoe to a mind 
dnascd by a reminae and regmb for the 
past. NervDQs dqireation follvdiFed a fit 
of sicknaw; and in oonseqiianw of thftt 
qomhid impcetfioBt which tbn^tened t^ 
dflitMy bar y^rjr ^sxBiimQe by incmsmi 
gria^ ^n. Wychei% and her fewodaugh? 
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6 BEATKICE. 

ti^s; B^trice and Anne, by eaisy stdgei?, 
and in a damage adapted for travellings 
set off for L — — . They arrived there 
late in the evening : and with some plea- 
sure, after a wet day's fatigue (or rather 
the dulness and uncomfortable dreariness 
attendant on a journey made in the rain), 
they found themselves at the lodgings 
which had been taken for them. Anne 
was then very ill ; the ds^hmg, coquetting^ 
trifling girl was subdued into the pal^ 
liielancholy, brokenhearted woman; and 
the spirits for which she had been so often 
remarked and extolled, seemed fled, never 
to return. She was no longer ambitious 
of shewing off her fine figure — of being 
esteemed the " gayest of the gay;'' and 
added to the idea of her own misery of 
mind, was the reflection that she had in- 
creased that of Stamford. He had been 
in scenes of vice^— was there still — fer from 
his parent and his home; he was ruining 
his peace of mind still more than ever, by 
a mode of conduct which threatened de- 
fi^riiotlon to ' his health — his temporal as 
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well as his eternal happiness. The voice 
of a widowed niother had failed to recall 
him ; and Anne shivered, in her moments 
of reflection, to think what she had done: 
that he was weak, she saw; but would 
his weakness have degenerated into vice, 
had she been honourable in all her dealings 
towards him? And as each day seemed 
to bring her nearer to her death, in her 
own point of vision, her detestation of her 
crime seemed to increase; could she but 
hear he ^vas reformed, or even in the way 
of virtue, she could die in peace; and this 
was constantly expressed by her in bar 
prayers and religious thoughts: selfrdis- 
gust bad augmented the nervous ^tate oj 
irritation in which she was, and with this 
feeling had arisen a sentiment of agonizing 
repentance, far beyond our art to describe ; 
it partook of so many griefs, and so many 
pains, th^ it brought her to a dejection, 
which preyed evidently on her frame. In 
the solid mind and calm temper of Bea- 
trice^ she found far more comfort than in 
the romantic consolations of Susan, whose 
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understanding, not ^ubjagatcid to edacA^ 
tion or coniethplk^oh, htA negled;ed'to life 
raised oh so firm a basis a^ her you%er 
sister^s. The susceptibiliiy of l^usta*i 
temper-^the precipitatlbn of her goodii^y 
wisre soilietimes beyond the po#er of c&tf- 
trol or correction: she Had wHait tiib 
world, and her coiisih Williatn, called 
amiable faiTings ; bht it is nbt of th^ ^h 
are about to speak. 

It was on the third day aft^ f heii^ SfRm 
ki V — — , Aririe, drawn ifl U stnall cBSfiife 
bjha favourite pBfiy, iifoceefled (dri^feHJ^ 
Beatrice) to the sea-i^ide. The suh #& 
then setting, and a grafider spectacle 66tili 
not well be imagined, than Ae last fibfS* 
well of that glorious lumibaiy, djriri^o^^ 
the face of tb^ witert. The breaker^ 
sometimes dashing ^Inst the difl^, and 
sometimes raising thelf snowy hietadi, en- 
veloped in foam, yardk bigb, attracted th^ 
attention of Anne, as "deltas the admni- 
tiori and at^e of het sisteK — ^ Harkf* s^d 
fieatrice— ." siirely I beto tMbnder at i dis- 
tance ; w^ h^d b^tl!^ bthtid;" and address* 
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i^ faei^^lf to a weBxammA ikkhG&chi dbe 
lasfafid wl^tl«r te ^ nat MO&nptte a 
stom? 

'^ May fae ihese wiH,'' lie cej^ed, care- 
katfy looking mi the sea; *^ there.seemt a 
(Aei^ Amt it ; md theoewas a.dead odm a 
short time since. You had better^ kdieik 
fteer hofoe, for itisCQmiiig.^m*'' . 

^ I mn not afraid i<^ l^tning or tfaiti^ 
j^9 and I wish :to stajr,** md Anne. 

** But you^mnst not^get we^^adranoed 
BfiBtiiee, ffsnUy. 

^ It will, do me jdo^haan: .aad if yon 
^laSl not «tay with me^ iBeitti(^ I will 
4tiijr aktte^" aifd A^i^^ liidf ^lettiihljr ; 
^^e ata looks so beautifidt. and if tl» 
tmpest^be ^epydreadf^il^ jfe can Axm get 
vhoia^ &T itis not.nenr)iiB yeft«^ 

/Beatnee would hai0e (wntUMd: .to ^haaire 
reasoned with Anne^ but she was then too 
^tomason; ^imd theiiiritationofilerUous 
jdqMMsaion, unless biimmiwdj ; thigatened 
itoin^akei the iHi£EeKr. consldeteUy . wmae 

''Xbeaeisfftolap of thunder. at a.gmit 

B8 
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10 3EA.TBI0E. ^ 

distance/' said Anne; ^ we can go rbimcl 
hy St Jatiies^s Cllfi; smA reach home' m 
time.'' 

" Do let us stay to hear some of those 
sweet tunes," exclaimed Beatrice ; " there 
is a boy» with a hand organ, playing to 
some ladies." 

Anne turned her head, and saw the boy 
of whom Beatrice spoke, standing before 
a party of bdles, who were endeavouring 
rto form a quadrille on the sands. . 

" How sweetly he plays!" saidBeiatrice; 
:*^ I am delighted at bearing him." 

** Yes; but does not the sea and the 
clif!s niake the organ s^pear more^ mu^ 
cil ?"' siaid Anne. *• All those tunes I re- 
member so well; * The Castilian Maid' 
Stamford has danced with me. Come, let 
us go oh-^I cannot bear to hear them 
now." 

Beatrice drore .aifew steps forward be- 
Sbre she remembered that they hadlm)ugbt 
out Anne's dog, Blucfaer, with them, and 
that he was missing ; she therefore stopped 
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tocaUbim, as riie imagined hewasjUst 
at the base of cHie <^the oMa. 

" Pray drive bn,'* said Anne, in all the 
nervous anger of the moment; ^ I shall 
go mad if that organ boy comes up." 

** But we must not leave the^dog," said 
Beatrice ; and she continued to call him 
by his name until he appeared, despite 
Anne*8 hasty remonstrances. 

The organ boy was then at the back of 
the chaise; for the ladies, fearful of the 
tempest, and unable to dance where the 
sand was so wet^ had dispatched him, with 
a slight remuneration; and he made up to 
the two Wycherlys, under the impression 
that they waited to hear him play. He 
^as not so poor or so ragged as wandering 
minstrels usually are; and though his 
countenance was neither prepossessing nor 
beautiful^ Beatrice felt inclined to speak 
to him, and ask him a few questions, for 
she perceived his accent was that of a fo- 
leigner. 

^ Let him talk its much as he likes, but 
don't let him play,**, said Anne; and Bea^ 
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tric^, whillt l»r sbter tdn teoldi]^ ttiTtte 
sea, and watdhing tbo Iwaliy dUtedb tm 
they roifed op ^nd'feitoed mib tm^'dlurk 
ih^s oVer their head*, "asked Mm a iem 
simple questions, soiha^-^'* WlMt isryottr 
native country? ERtm^ 'came yoti liere? 
What is yt)iir name?'* kt* kc 

France was his cobritry—- he came OTdr 
with his father, who died isodn iiter bis 
hrrival— «his name was Frmncis Bong^/Scc 

*' And that is a sweet orgajn/* »iA Beii^ 
, trice; " it seems nearly 'new. You cannot 
have had it long?** 

No, the boy bad riot; it was^ten 
him ; and if the lady pleased tpl^ear lt» Ite 
was sure she Woald like it better t&bik it 
a distance* 

Atine etitr^ted mM to hear hotismy 
accoimt; and Bfatrlte, with 'wmedimo^ 
sity , saM— " Giveh 'you ] Who "ik^-^ 
generous?" 

A geiitlknan ih: Londofa, 'whjdirrfd fa 
a grand house in some square; but wfitt 
square he did not know. 

A vague id^'starti9d^iiito>finltfloe% 
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\Mdt, Aflt tt m^htlbeMr. BWttlkii», ftr 
it WW like one of 9m MtkU; >md ibe 
{MrOsed-the Im^ «o godw Ht the ntme of 
bis bene&otoiv fit ^e mm^ widied t6 
loiOFw %ho it wia& 

¥fae boy €oul3 not ra«ieta)ber> for be 
iras mot aceustomed inaoh to English 
names. He could write a little; and hear* 
mg his *bene&otor's nboie mentionedy he 
hftdscnvwled it on ia ^boe iJ[ paper, hut 
he wdsiafbud hi bad k>at>it, be slid. 
*" "Ww he tall?" a3kdd Bentrioe, (Boiiliii^ 
" Yes ; and p*te -tW),** fiaid the boy, 
« What^*-i/^tpaler 
^ Y^M«Bd tfnfr. /My^o^gm WW bio* 
Iben^MSn-^ there fare >ef^«at teuay ipecfde ia 
IitRicb» -who -like (to >tease'tii(^midi : be 
came up, and^asfeed^cithttt I wila<»3!ii^ 
for^? ^e wte witii^ fgreat ^manljr more 
g ctt ti s tnep, ^whb #crr>n0t stbber." 

'* Indeed !" said Beatrice, changing oo^ 
1Mb*, ffiAr-shedeemed' th^9^it ^eoulfli Dbt be 
Itki^SUadkAer, wid^she^ttsdnietfaing VSu 
dinj^I]K>inti&ent at rthe * teitehity. "^/Praar 
warlie^atfrk?'' ^saklrshe^mgain. 
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14 JHSATBICE. 

*^Yes, aiid spoke kind. It was a long 
time since I had heard so many kind words. 
• My lad,' said the gentieman— ^-^But 
here, mademoiselle, is the name now.** 

On a small, dirty piece of wom-out paper 
Beatrice d^iphered the following words— 
** Mister Stamfoot gave me my organ, lives 
in a square." 

Beatrice squeezed up the paper in her 
hands, that Anne might not see the name ; 
and the boy, with some honest indigna- 
tion, cried out — '* Oh, that is my paper^ 
mademoiselle, with Mr. Stamfoot*s name!'* 

" Whose name?" said Anne, turning 
her countenance towards her sister's, with 
a striking and curious glance, which at 
oiice revealed she was in part aware who 
it was of whom the boy spoke. 

" Only the gentleman who gave the 
boy his organ," answered Beatrice, driving 
on. 

** And was not his name Ah, but 

you l^now what name / mean,", exclaimed 
Anne, with her lips quivering. '^You^ 
Beatrice, nev^ attempted to: tell . me a 
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ialsehood, and do not try to deceive me 
woto. It is Stamford — it was Stamford^ I 
mean, who gave him the organ " 
" Yes,** readied Beatrice; ** it seems sa** 
** Oh, then, let the boy come up. Give 
him some money, and let me tape to him,** 
said Anne. 

The boy, during the time of the con- 
versation, had kept close behind the pony- 
chaise, tinder the impression, that he had 
interested the ladies sufficiently to bestow 
on him some halfpence ; nor was he mis- 
taken ; for Beatrice, at Anne's suggestion, 
gave him a shilling, saying — " Tell us 
more concerning the gentleman who gave 
you your organ." 

" I only know, ladies, he was the best 
friend I ever had in my life,** answered 
the boy,' in broken English, which, for 
the sake of our readers, we omit. 

" And so kind, you say ?'* said Anne, 
with some kind of joyful energy, mingled 
with an emotion of a nature not to be de- 
soibed. 
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^ War ^ hii|9>|'«<^4iifff^«loddn^ I 
UMaa P'' asked Ahoq, ^uiekfy. 

^ At firat he wqs[; tet itrbm I Mtt Urn 
the seKt day» .he ;wiis jEiot I vm$ m tfae 
kitchen of his house, and he cameiiu my- 
mg-^^Oh, you £»e the UtUe boy whose 
aqgaa^wos broken. You shall go witbm^ 
Bc^^oose adiew one;' ettd whew hi^lMid 
i^mt^it 111% he gftve me five shiUing9» 
told <me to ibe honest,. aad wmt awi^. 
Wbim I askiedihiin Jto ieU me \m nanMirH 
'Tk»t,' says he, Vmaittecs not»' und^^ 
gEKve »0 deep )Sigh4*-^^ Sir/ .si^ «X ^if I 
should see you again— -^*~' Thi^' iSftid 
he^ '^you never wUl/ And I heacd some 
jof c^de :serviuits aay, I wcmder Mki(^^ 
-Mkncbddy, fl do not IcMw h^ nimf» 
should like tormaityayoiifiggwltleaitti 
wbo^is 60 wild, «nd has nin .thrangh his 
Attune so." 

^ What, then, he isgoing .to be rmar- 
riedr exclaimed Anne, Ueachingi white; 
and Beatrice found herself obliged to lay 
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tfi^eiftie; ttkl ^pel tbetatce of tSiat fetil. 
% #MiBfa llit^Hteii^ to bunt thitough 
a&htifkhdB. 

*' Te8> itwi: I m# kiA onee^ aftemavfe 
#i<fr idiheF misfmi&i', add I judged one 
"fl^s fb Di 1^ 1^, for she Was A) ftettyi" 

A jeHdin^Mllni^yft, ^dikh Aiirie oould 
Umieiy pfkjf^m flgiteted tef hasota ; tOMi 

^^ i£(ia «Sg»^' ^ tfid pittt^ she odidA 
<^'iidflof«'ieSM»6 Hf ^ dli."^ driVfe 

fi^Sdiiietmhg mam^ iit the idea thtt 
If^f^fg6tdfl iQl-UroMeM fi)i^ bef «ikef but 
ili& itdi^tini@it¥ Waiij quetibhed^ Wben the 
ktftf bfB»!tt»h«<i4 maiti^ to lUioth^. 
:§batiHc& r^resi^hted, thai it Ought ndt 
i(^l6leafd piifi in liei', ^t i^her rejoidttg. 
:iu>«*Vdii se^^ fty d«to si^tei','' she said, 
teifllj^, ^h¥n the orgiin boy \v«s Ottf Of 
sight, '* that he lias not lost all his ^eille 
dPbbtt^ f^irig ; dfad who knows but his 
mifHtm^ <«^farail^eft^iit th^ Virtue, IMJr 



y Google 



18 BEATR1CJ& 

Aot make hinis with the grater zest, f^ly 
to that which is good ? A storm is pft^i^ 
times followed by a calm: and indeed^ if 
you would reflect for a moment, you will 
see that his marriage will prove beneficial 
to you. You seem surprised ; but when 
you consider, you will cease to be so. 
You, in the event of that taking plaoe» 
will have lost all hope ; and love must ex- 
p^re^ if left to one individual ; this I l^iow 
^m experience. You indulged p^hi^ 
in the chimera,^ that if he were aware you 
really and sincerely loved him, he might 
forget the past; chance might throw you 
in ^ch other's way-^^that the represe^ntar 
tions his mother gave of your conduct 
might influence him to return to her, and 
ultimately to you. His marriage, though 
a severe truth, must end all these delu- 
sions : there will then be but one plain 
path for you to pursue; and, hope being 
ended, time and absence would be yoiur 
cure.** 

Anne saw the justice of Beatrice's re- 
mark ; but she could not believe she should 
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" never cease to love/' A long and severe 
illness had been the consequence of their 
separation — it had left her reduced to the 
grave — ^fallen away in personal appearance, 
and completely unsettled and wretched in 
her mind ; and at the moment when she 
*^'^— •* I shall never cease to love him," 
she thought so, and judged from the in- 
tendty of her anguish. All wish of re- 
taining life was 1<^ and she was indifie* 
rent whether she died or lived; and had 
it been in her power to have diosen, she 
would rather have prefen^ that grave, 
" where the weary ojte at rest,** than life^ 
with all its luxuries and enjoyments. 

They had reached home some minutes 
before the sttorm, which so long had threat- 
ened them, came on; and Anne, com* 
pletely exhausted by- her ride and the in* 
tdli^nce she had heard, was lying on a 
sofa, opposite a window which oom« 
manded a view g£ the sea. Her mother 
was at caids, and Beatrice, attentive to tiie 
wants of a sister who grew dearer to her 
almost every hour, was supporting her by 
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lunispftpeav i!dueh;AiiMffafid,e^pc«a8ed; ii 
wiih to bear read i^inL She. Impiirfid 
eigtrtjr if Stamfords marriage was^ffi H— • 
if there waa noUifaig cancgming him? and 
toi her repeated int^rogatioDs, Beatriea 
roplied*-^^ Theie m aothmg about JUm.^ 
fast one of his intimate fidends is dead^ 
Bvmey'-^ordiBumeywdiad b^r a &U 6oDi 
fa& j^uetmv^his skall fiuatajred-^ina state 
of inefariet3?>»it appeaEfl^and baft left « wife 
tot lament bis loas." 

^liord Bmney was^ a bad, deprnved 
ann,'^ said Ame; ^ and he led Stamiford 
away; not bofe tiiftt I dauaed bom to be 
wboti be isi, w ratber, I bop^ what be was^ 

^ Ko more sdC-rq^roadi,'' exclMmed 
Beatrice; ** let iw get up» and look at the 
8torm» for I have been tM this is a dant 
genus beach, and th^ water ia miw feaiw 
lolfy' agitated.'' 

^ How romantic you: aver exdaimed 
Axine, ^ talking of the water being ^ fiaaiv 
felly agitated.' StwnfodidwayssaidTmi 
wwesa" 
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^ If yo4] would ju8t look tewatds the 
aet," reptied Beatrice, ^ you could use no 
otfier teem, than it was featfully agitated. 
You cdl me rtuna&fic,'* «he continued, 
SBoili^g, and pressing her sister's hand; 
^ but I am only a lover of nature ; and yM- 
terday, when I was on the cliffs, 1 mw 
you smile to hear me say, liow .glorious 
•die sea looked, and how much I enjoyed 
it ! That was not romance, it was; gmti- 
tnde, pleasure, and detight, in contem- 
plating the vast and stupendous works ef 
an Almighty Hand. A romantic woman 
would not have used the commoni^ace 
expressions I did, of—' Oh, how charm* 
ing — how grand this is !' she would have 
«id — * How sublime this scene! How 
the sea rolls in beauteous waves !' Permit 
me to draw a distinct line between the ro- 
nmntio, enthusiastic lover of nature, and 
(me who can appreciate its beauty, with- 
out making herself ridiculous.'' 

*^ Hark f exclaimed Anne, '' J hear a 
nlinute gun. Now— -liaten again ( acone 
fMiiereatares at sea arQ in dwgen'' 
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Beatrice rose from the sofa, opened the 
window, and leaning out, scarcely ven^ 
turing to draw her breath, soon, amid the 
wild roaring of the ocean, heard that 
mournful call of distress, the minute gun 
of danger. — " God help them !" said she, 
casting her eyes on the waters. 

" Grod help them !'* exclaimed Anne, re- 
echoing her words, ** and send them into 
safety!" 

** Bless me !" exclaimed Mrs. Wycherly^ 
" what a furious storm — ^frightened all 
my good play out of me ! I had such a 
fine hand — three honours — ace, king, 
hearts — ace, king, clubs." 

" Oh, there is another gun !" said Anne, 
shuddering. ** It seemed nearer than the 
last. Perhaps they may be saved." 

" Mrs. Gwynne tells me the life-boat is 
put out to sea; but it runs so high there 
is but little chance," said Mrs. Wycherly. 
*' You must not let this make you ner- 
vous. I was just going to deal, when in 
comes Mr. Gwynne, and he tells us the 
news-^ vessel at sea is in great dangier. 
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and I have been near enough, by the aid 
of a glass, to see the poor creatures in the 
stirouds ; they must be wrecked, he says. 
But the life-boat is out, and all will be 
done that possibly can. But poor Mrs. 
Gwynne could not, for the life of her, 
finish the rubber, she is so nervous, you 
know, and so she is gone home. I held 
such a fine hand, and we had gained a 
double, they a single, and this last was 
to have been the conqueror. Whilst Mr. 
Gwynne was telling us, I dealt, and sorted 
my cards. There I had ace, king, queen, 
in diamonds — ^they were trumps too.** 

•* There is another gun !" advanced Bea- 
trice, stretching her sight on to the sea; 
'^ and I can almost fancy I hear calls for 
help.'' 

" They were trumps ; and I had alto- 
gether the finest leading hand I ever had in 
my life,'' continued Mrs. Wycherly, whom 
an earthquake itself could scarcely have 
put aside firom her history. 
The evening, in consequence of the 
I storm, closed in rapidly, and total dark^ 
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jfiiffs envefeped t;!^ whole 0wp, e^qspt 
Uideed where some fortunate ^^mpx^scapcid 
the fury of the jvind; bqt ^ finxiety of 
tibe inhiUutants w^ testified by their ^t- 
tiding on the sea-3hore with Rights, some 
actuated by the best, and some by the 
vr<mt of motives,, to ascertain the i^sue of 
the tempest 

Jt may not here be irrelevant, for a 
short time, to give an insight into tbut 
iicessel which was destined to leaye jtbe 
harbour, " proud in th^ swelling gale,** 
no other port ever to b?hold. She 
was bound for Denmark, and had nearly 
t^¥^ hundred souls on board* 

It i^asat half past eight, p..m> that d^* 
g^r rfirst became visible ; the wind, with 
sudden shift, threw the ship into ;th^ 
tWBgh of the sea^ shattered the ^t^^-post 
iu)d the stem-fraiHe, and tore the m^^^v 
CKHPpl^tely away. A keen gale cam^ on 
alsp^and the jeopardy of the ve^eli^^isuqhy 
as to require '' all, ban^s to t^e. pumps;'' 
and, m consequence, one gang^pf meawere 
immediately put juppn .th^m^ ,);i?lul?t 4|?? 
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others, by every strenuous exertion, en- 
deavoured to avert a destruction which 
appeared inevitable. Suddenly the wind 
fell, and hopes were entertained that the 
vessel might be kept afloat until day- 
break: the leak was considerably reduced, 
and only one chain pump in use; but at 
midnight a squall came on — a gust we can- 
not pretend to describe, which laid the 
ship on her beam-ends. She then lay mo- 
tionless — the water left the hold, and 
washed the decks. — " Cut the masts a- 
way," said the captain, with that melan- 
choly sternness a man testifies when he 
sees inevitable destruction, " both main 
and mizen f and even those eflbrts being 
useless, he ordered the fore-mast and bow- 
sprit to be cut down, which righted the 
vessel ; but the wind and waves had yet 
tremendous power over them: a heavy 
sea followed this desperate scene, and dark- 
ness, even more terrible than the roaring 
ocean itself, spread all around. 
By a ** lantern dimly burning,'* the 

VOL. III. c 
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captain saw some of his choicest men get 
^nto the long-hoat ; and he could not^ as be 
saw it lost amid the horrid and terrific sea^ 
refrain from that chill of the soul, when 
man takes leave of man, to meet no more 
on earth — when the last life gaze is given, 
and the last warm pressure of the hand is 
gone—" Farewell !*• exclaimed the captaii^ 
looking over the bow; and he turned 
quickly round from the darkening mass 
then gliding over the waters, and the noisy 
isplash of the oars, to comfort those who 
were left behind. By the same **dim'* 
light he saw the cutter glide off, amid a 
heavy sea; and with a melancholy^ though 
calm countenance, he beheld men lashing 
themselves to their hammocks, others 
equipping themselves in their best clothes, 
some engaged in prayer, and others in 
the dull, dark chaos of despair, stood a- 
waiting the going down of the vessel: 
then came the melancholy office of shak- 
ing hands, not of wishing each other well, 
.and then — 
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** Rose from sea to sky the wild fareweH, 
Then shriek'd the timid> and stood still the brave ; 

Then some leap'd oTerboard, with dreadful yell, 
As eager to anticipate their grave ; 

And the sea yawn'd aronnd her like a hell — 
And down she suck'd with her the whirling wave, 

like one who griapples with his enemy, 

And strives to strangle him before he die. 

^ And first one universal shriek th^re rush*d, 

Louder than the ocean, like a cf^ash 
Of echoing thunder — and then all was hushed, 

Save the wild wind^ and the remorseless dash 
Of billows ; but at intervals there gush*d. 

Accompanied with a convulsive splash, 
A solitary shriek, the babbling cry 
Of some,8trong swimmer in his agony/' 

At seven o'clock, a. m., when the sun 
rose in grand majesty and beauty over the 
pladd bosom of the sea, no vestige re- 
mained of the Amphitryon — no vestige 
remained of that fine vessel, *rhieh had left 
the harbour proudly manned, and with a 
gallant crew. In the dead of the night 
she had been upon the waters lik^ a heavy 
and useless log — ^^in the mottiiAg, when the 
Sim arose, the sea was ^ill, the tempest 
past, and the noUe vessel gone ! 
c2 
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CHAPTER II. 



• Amid this melancholy wreck, 



Where miserly and spendthrift cares are shewn. 

We may go see— with horror-stricken eye. 

Look o'er the past, and qnail at misery Author* 



It was evident to the inhabitants of L- 



that the vessel which had been lost, had 
been bound for some distant port, and 
that she had not been at sea many days, 
as fruits, quite fresh, were thrown on shore ; 
dead fowls^ booms, hen-coops, and spars, 
the keys of a pianoforte^ and oth^r thin^ 
of small importance, were washed on the 
beach ; and with eager curiosity, it may 
be supposed, every thing w6ich related to 
so distressing an event were minutdy in-: 
spected. The beauty of the morning af]|;er 
the tempestuous night brought many la- 
dies to the sands, and even they were not 
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defident m curiosity respecting the diffid- 
Tent articles which the waves brought. 

" I wish,** exdaimed a fine lovely crea- 
ture, appealing to her sister, both by voice 

and look, ** that I could do as lady 

did — find a miniature, fall in love with it, 
and afterwards meet the original, and then 
marry him : it would be something otUr^/* 

** It would be something strange if you 
made a reasonable wish, £mily! Look 
here — ^here are the ivory keys of a piano,** 
answered her sister. 

" Then there were ladies on board," 
«dd Emily, assuming an air of concern. 
**I wonder whether Jhe bodies will be 
washed on shore: how shocking it will 
be if there are many drowned ! I heard 
it was supposed the boats swamped almost 
in sight of land, and no one could render 
them any assistance." 

** Bless me !'* exclaimed Miss Juliet Am- 
h»ste, who had yet to learn feeling, " this 
shipwreck has terrified you all. Jessop 
has just told me, the body of an Adonis 
is come on shore ; he describes the person 
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to be SO haDdsome, I expire to see bim : 
the body is in the west boat-bouse. Let 
us go and see it : he is a man of distinc- 
tion, by his clothes, I hear. Come." 

Oh, the ladies would not go for the 
world; but, upon a little entreaty, and 
Miss Amherste entieing them, by an ex- 
aggerated description of the person of the 
drowned man, they were determined to 
look at his clothes, and hear if it was 
known who he was. On arriving at the 
west boat-house, they were spared the 4^ 
gradation and pain of having to view the 
remains of the drowned man ; they had 
been removed to a house in the town, 
where Miss Amherste dediared she dare 
not go, and proposed returning home to 
breakfast, as she saw those '^ horrid Miss 
Wycherlys" were ooming that way, and 
she hated them both, and moreover wish- 
ed to avoid them. — " Bless me now, they 
will see me!" she exclaimed, returning 
Beatrice's bow with one of cool pride. 
** These people really are horrid ; but one 
must be civil, I suppose, and speak to 
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them ; and she will (Beatrice I mean) will 
bave so much to say on this shipwreck^ 
and the winds and the waves, for she writesl 
novels : all novel-writers must be roman* 
tic.*' 

Anne and Beatrice once arrived within 
talking distance, were saluted with all that 
a polite, insincere, frothy lady could say 
on the pleasurable meeting of the morn- 
ing—complimented Anne on her recover- 
ing looks^ and Beatrice on the delightful 
t^ she had written — protested she heard 
it was generally admired, and hoped it 
would only be a preface to more— declared 
she had had no time to call any whete, 
but they certainly would be the first to 
whom a visit would be directed. 

Lady Emily pressed forward to see Bea- 
trice, for she thought there must be some 
genius in the countenance of one who had 
written ; and she was unlike her cousin, 
Miss Amherste, who declared there was 
*" nothing particular in it,'* for she thought 
there was a great deal of sense and soUdity 
in it, tempered with a sweet-tempered 
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kick, seemingly clouded with melancholy : 
she wis^ied to hear her express herself re- 
lative to the last night's tremendous gale; 
but Miss Amherste was whispering Bea^ 
trice to know if she had heard Stamford 
was going to be married^ and whether it 
was true ? • 

'' Miss Coxe, from whom I bad a letter 
this morning " said Beatrice. 

'^ Miss Coxe ! oh, you are very inti-p 
mate there," interrupted Miss Amherste, 
quickly. " How is Mr- Coxe ? he is an- 
other of my Adonises," 

" Do yoM know Miss Coxe?** exclaimed 
lady Emily, with something of joyful inte- 
rest in her tone, and appealing to Beatrice 
with an expression of delightfiil surprise, 

" I am very intimate — I correspond — 
she is one of my dearest friends." 

" Oh yes ! What, has my cousin, lady 
Emily Western, yet to learn that Mr. 

Coxe is Nay, Miss Beatrice Wycher* 

ly," advanced Miss Amherste, " betray 
not thyself by a blush— wh^t w he ? is 
he not thy lover ?" 
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•• My friend, my smeere friend,* she re- 
plied, with honest firmness and frankness, 
standing Miss Amherste's penetrating 
glance; and the fine blush, which had pass- 
ed over her oountenance, vanished away, 
leaving it as pale as even 

" Have you heard any thing of Mr- 
Faulkner lately?" said Miss Amherste,. 
with a tone of raillery ; " and Miss Faulk- 
ner, in her town campaign — I wonder 
whether it has answered or not ?** 

Beatrice replied, she had not heard a 
syllable respecting him or his sister since 
Christmas — that was only in a com- 
monplace casual way; he was well, and 
she believed did not intend returning to 
the Lodge for the summer. 

" There may be some reason for that,'' 
said lady Emily, with a sly look at her 
couj^n ; for she had heard the tale of their 
being lovers, and separating under very 
different ciicumstances than what really 
existed 
Miss Arnhdrste had the grace to blush 
c8 
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most elegantly, and almost immediately 
changed the conversation. 

•* Come," said lady Emily, in a low 
voice, "I wish you, Juliet, would do me 
one favour ; will you introduce me to 
Miss Wycherly ? I feel awkward, and 
I want to talk to her.** 

Miss Amherste could have no objec- 
tion, and the introduction took place ac- 
cordingly. Miss Amherste, however^ found 
means to part the two, by a disquisition 
on her dog, and she was satisfied. 

" How are your birds?" asked Bea- 
trice, who was quite ignorant that the ne- 
glect of them had once given her com- 
panion serious uneasiness. 

" Oh, they are all dead! They were 
so much trouble, and I grow tired of a 
thing after a time: they died off very 
conveniently, one by one, and were all 
gone just as I wished them to make their 
exit^ and my aviary is now turned into a 
grotto again. Mine is a sad changeaUe 
inind. Heigh ho! Good morning— I 
must have my break&st;** and with a 
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feeling which was a part of her good dis- 
position, Beatrice saw Miss Amherste 
check a sigh, iye for a mom^tt melan- 
dioly, and even sad, and then return to 
her former heartless manner of expression. 

Miss Amherste no sooner was out of 
%bt, than lady Emily Westan began to 
commend the fair field of promise the intro- 
duction to Beatrice had opened to her: 
Bbe found they had conversed rni books ; 
«id lady Emily had even said she meant 
to lei^ Beatrice <Hie, and should' send it 
up that evening; or, as Miss Amherste 
had promised to call, they could very well 
call with it 

** What should you want to call for ?'* 
asked Miss Amberate^ pettishly. '' Anne^ 
you see, is fast dying ; Beatrice even hint- 
^ she did not care for company ; and I 
m sune my cousin Emily will not wish 
tOHitrtfda'' 

^ Not to intrude, certainly," lady Emi- 
ly said, with some generous dignity; *'but 
I Kke her.** 

^ Wellfc dear Emify, she says Anne 
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needs quie1>-^rest— and to day she i» very 
ill. Why do you want to call? It is only 
curiosity to see this Beatrice, because she 
has written a tale, a mere commonplace 
thing, which no one cares to read." 

" Why, how you praised it to her T ex- 
claimed lady Emily, with a blush of sur- 
prise. ** Why could you do so ?" 

" Simply because it gave .her pleasure ; 
no one can be indifferent to fame, whether 
it be from inventing a cap or a book* I 
told her it was universally read— no sndkt 
thing ; I tdd her / admired it— I can't 
endure it ; and I wish her to write again^ 
only to quiz her, or to laugh at her." 

Lady Emily was motionless with dis- 
may and surprise; but concealing what 
she felt, even from her sister, she walked 
on some paces in silence : it was. broken 
by Miss Amherste, who,«running her eye 
along the sea-shore, perceived the ^pwy-- 
chaise in which the Wych^rly&.were re- 
turning, and Mrs* Wychcrly in it ; Bea- 
trice walking at a short distance.—" Oh^ 
comer let us escape!" said she» directing 
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ihe attention of ber cousins to it. ** Mrs. 
Wycherly is a horrid card-playing wo- 
man, and we shall be bored to death with 
hcrr 

Lady Cmily was not afraid of being 
** bored to death," for she lingered in her 
pace, that Beatrice might be able to over- 
take them ; but Beatrice, fearful and shy, 
slackened hers, that she might not in- 
trude, therefore they did not again meet 

The mask had in part that morning 
&llen from Miss Amherste's mind; for 
lady Emily felt she must be deficient in 
principle, to speak as she had done, and 
mean nothing. She resolved the disco- 
very should not be useless; for she was 
aware, that those who can deceive, are in 
few things ever to be trusted. 

" Did not you think I finessed admi* 
raWy ?" exclaimed Miss Amherste, as, 
with laughing eyes, she looked into those 
of her cousin, md felt astonistied not to 
find a reciprocal feeling there. " People 
aie so dacdved by a{^pearances; but it is 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



S8 B£ AfBtCJE. 

necessary to be polite, even if you hate a 
person.** 

^* I never heard of any * fine^ing ad- 
mirably,** replied lady Emily, gravely; 
•* and even if we hate a person, which is a 
terrible sentiment to expresiB or feel, we 
need not be insincere.'* 

" Oh yes, we must ; you would fed a 
necessity of saying — * Oh, I am really de- 
lighted to see you!' when you wished 
them at the North Pole ; or, * I am sorry 
to part with you so soon,* when you are 
glad they are going. All this must be.** 

*• It need not be. Neither need we 
hate; hate nothing but vice," answered 
lady Emily. 

'^ Oh, but I must hate ; I hate a bad 
partner at a ball — a quadrille played quick ; 
I hate red hair, and freckled hands ; I hate 
a pony, like that of the Wycherlys ; and 
I hate the bore of people who are dull 
and stupid, yet fancy tbemsdves witty 
and quite the thing.** 

'* You shall hear what. I faato,** said lady 
Emily — ^ a coquette— a deceiver— a tri- 
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fler — a person of faulty principle and innn- 
cere disposition ; aiid I heartily ooptemn 
all manoeuTres, finessing, and subterfuge." 
*• Those are a string of rational hates: 
I lived in a different world, where I was 
not taiught to despise all these things; 
they were cherished in me ; and, you know, 
what is planted in youth must grow. You 
and I are different as a rose from a lily ; 
or rather, you shall be a violet~ 

* Hiding its gentle head 
Beneath its leaves of grassy green ; 

and I — 

* The tall tulip> gaudy blowing. 
Hues of di^erent colours shewing.^ 

*^ Just as you please,'' said lady Sknily, 
carelessly-; "don't make me a deceiver, 
and I do not mind.**^Here comes Alfred 
to meet us." 

She walked forward to speak to her 
brother; and as she drew him apart firom 
her cousin and sister, the former looked 
after them with an eye of oonoem, yet 
not suspicion ; but this uneasiness did not 
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last long, f6r in five minutes Alfred and 
Emily were at her side. 

Lady Emily, in the short five minutes 
passed with her brother, had only time to 
«ay — " Alfred, think nothing more of 
Juliet Amherste, our cousin — she is not 
worthy of you ; deceive neither her nor 
yourself, by an attachment which you can 
eradicate in its birth; I would have her 
spared pain, as well as yourself. In olie 
word — one single sentence — she is a wo- 
man of no principle." 

Alfred's countenance changed; but he 
was too firmly convinced of lady Emily's 
justice and deliberation, to argue the point 
a moment — he could only say what he 
looked — that he was grieved and distress- 
^. 

" So am I," she continued, with gentle 
and feeling persuasion ; " but better you 
should know now what she is, than awake 
1x> a sem$e of her real dispc^ition later; It 
occurred to me yesterday, when she was so 
'iKiprieious concerning the giapes at dinner. 
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she was only playing a part, and to^y I 
know it" 

** Then you have saved me again,'' said 
Alfred, a kind of generous gratitude ap- 
pearing both in his voice and manner. 
" Thank you ; and believe me capable of 
appreciating all you have done. Juliet is 
handsome and attractive; but I am cured 
of all my penchant, by hearing she is in- 
sincere, and does not possess those solid 
qualities of the mind and heart I must 
look for in the selection of a wife; and^in 
&ct, they are the only true foundations 
of happiness :" he therefore joined Miss 
Ainherste and his sister— entered into con- 
versation with them, as usual, on common 
every-day topics, but carefully avoided the 
fascinations of the harp or the voice- 
could even be courted with more than se- 
dulous attention— could walk, ride, con- 
verse and trifle with the beautiful syren, 
and yet not love. He even withstood all 
these, under the impression '^ she was not 
a principled woman— ^she was a woman of 
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the worId-^*and he had j^en enough df 
them.'* 

Firom Beatrice lady Emily had won the 
most favourable account of Miss Am- 
herste's engagement with Mr. Faulkner ; 
for Beatrice had let many circumstances 
rest, which might have condemned lady 
Emily's relatidn most severely— had named 
others of less afflictive and dishonourable 
import, which served to elucidate the a£. 
ftiir ; and Alfred rejoiced again in his es- 
cJafpe. 

Of such immense importance is it that 
a woman should reflect well bfefore she 
acts, and that, in all ctl^es, her reason, her 
sense of right, and the criterion which her 
, own heart gives, should set the path for 
her to pursue; if she rejects these^ as be- 
neath her consideration, in some future 
hour, may she not have poignantiy to re- 
gret the irremediable and fatal omission, 
without even the solitary chance of repair* 
ing the injury she has done herself, even 
by the greatest and severest pangs of re« 
pentance at the days gone by ? 
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In the evening, Anne being more than 
usually depressed in spirits, and mor6 in- 
disposed and rdaxed than $he had yet 
been, felt herself unable to enjoy a 
ride on the sea-shore; and after hearing 
Beatrice read to her for some time, she 
was surprised by a quick, light step on 
the^ stairs, and still more so by the ap« 
pearance of Miss Amherste, elegantly 
dressed in the height of the fashion, and 
in all the efTerveBcaice of high. spirits; 
she stood before her-^the countenances of 
€ach underweit a severe change — she en- 
dured a momentary shock, in seeing the 
shadow of Annfe Wycherly, for she could 
scarcely imagine it was she lying on a 
sofa, so thin — in the last stage of a decay- 
ing consumption — wan and pale; the tri- 
umphant blaze of intellectual brightness 
no longer existed in her features, nor the 
arch elevation of a fine commanding, tho' 
not handsome brow, which bespoke the gai- 
ety of a heart at peace. In the morning she 
bftd beheld her in a dk>$e bonnet, which 
had hidden, in part, the ravages grief had 
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made in her eountenance, and a pelisse 
had in some measure deceived her, with 
respect to her figure; and she felt for a 
moment abashed that she entered the 
room with a smile, and so much heart- 
lessness as she had. She expressed her 
fears, that Anne was not so well, fix>m 
the fatigue of the morning— -that the tre- 
mendous gale in the night had disturbed 
her — and feared she could not have the 
pleasure of Beatrice's company to a friend's 
house, whither she was going, in conse- 
quence of the illness of one of the branches 
of the family. 

" Oh yes ; Beatrice shovM go,** Anne 
«aid ; and Beatrice opposed it, under the 
idea that her sister was too ill to be left. 
Anne adhered to her first declaration — she 
would rather Beatrice would go, as she 
wished to sleep, and her mother would 
sit by her. 

Beatrice consequently put on her bcMi- 
net, and Miss Amherst^, drawing her arm 
within hers, led her to the door, saying — 
^^Ah, my d^cur Anne, you must make 
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haste and recover. Do as I do ; keep your 
^irits up, and get well As to coquetting 
a little, why it i$ to be forgiven ; and you 
never were so bad as I was — so adieu, au 
revoir, and let me hear you are as good as 
lam.'' 

" Stay one moment P exclaimed Anne, 
raising hers^from the sofe with sudden 
mA powerful energy ; and the laughing, 
elegant Miss Amherste, struck by her 
manner and words, hesitated by the door. 
** Never, if you have the least regard for 
your own happiness, or that of your fa- 
mily — or if you have the least wish to be 
at peace in ywir dying moments, svffer 
yourself to coquet. If you are tempted 
to trifle — tempted to triumph in the affec- 
tions of a being you love, and wring a 
heart which you see and know is all your 
own — ^if, my dear Miss Amherste, you he-- 
sitate which way to pursue, think on me T 
Miss Amherste shrunk from the keen, 
yet feeling eyes which at that moment en- 
countered hers ; she shrunk from the con- 
templation of a scene so dissonant to her 



y Google 



46. BEATRICE. 

feelings^ and darted down the stairs, fcA* 
lowed by Becitrke. — " Your sister thinks 
too seriously on these things," she said, 
after she was once more ot liberty to speak, 
a^id she found the hou$e-door was closed 
on them — '* she gives way to her feelings. 
If any person had treated me as Stamford 
has treated her, I should not regret them, 
j^ides, I hear he is now so very dissi-^ 
pated." 

" It is , that at which she grieves,'* an* 
swered Beatrice; " she considers hersdf as 
the promoter of his errors; and though it 
argues a weak mind, I mean his giving 
way to dissipation, yet we can scarcely re- 
gret such a sentiment exists in her bosom, 
as to grieve at an occurrence which she- 
did give birth to." 

" Well, I should think no more of it," 
said Miss Amherste; ** if he chose to be 
so absurd, he might. Talking o£ that, this 
afternoon's post has brought me a letter 
from lady St. John ; she tells me a piece 
of news concerning an old lover of mine; 
now I am quite pleased*-not at all hurt, 
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aEgjry, or mortified. Lady St John is a 
jdsag^reeable, finessing womam; she has 
made more matches, and marred moie» 
than any woman in the three united king- 
doms : she has two daughters, one pretty, 
one plain ; now the plainest is by far the 
most pleasing. Mr. Faulkner — yes, you 
may well blush — ^is very * attentive,' as 
lady St. John says, * in that quarter;* she 
hints, he even * dreams of matrimony.' 
Now really I always thought Lucy would 
suit him exactly, so I shall spread the re- 
port they are going to be married, for I 
firmly believe it will be so." 

A sickness, even unto death, or faint- 
ing, which is its counterpart, darted all 
over the frame of Beatrice, and she tried 
to subdue the shuddering feeling, as one 
unworthy her — as one she must endure, 
and put aside as soon as felt. Other sen*> 
timents must be cherished, by one who 
dared not accept the profiered liand, and 
must, in agony, reject the profiered heart 
also. 

" You are delightfully silent, to let me 
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complete my history," said Miss Amherste; 
** and now I must tell you a little finesse 
of mine. You see I am more than usually 
dressed — or, what is more probable, you 
did not, for you do not regard such trifles 
— ^lady Emily and all the Westerns were 
at tea, so I started up from the company 
—there were I do not know how many 
present, and protested I had promised to 
call on Mrs. Grande. Now I h^A promised 
no such thing. Lady Emily suspected 
me, I saw ; but I schooled myself suffi- 
ciently to stand her penetrative eye, and 
to her question of — * Shall I accompany 
you ?'— * No, thank you ; Miss Grande is 
ill, and I promised I would go alone.* 
That was my reply. Now I am not going* 
to Mrs, Grande's at aU.^ 

Beatrice drew back and coloured, more 
for her companion than herself; and mak- 
ing no immediate reply. Miss Amherste 
continued — ** I want to see the body of 
this gent, who was drowned. I cannot 
go alone, and I beg and entreat you to go 
with me. I do not want you to see the 
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body, or even enter the bouse, only to go 
with me to it. I know not why, but I 
am seized with such a wish — such a desire 
to bdbold it; and then I miean to astonish 
them, when I return» by an account of 
Mrs. 6rande» ipl^Hn I h^ve never seen, ^t 
least not this dv^nirtg." 

Beatrii^ ottongly persuade Miss Am- 
herste to give Up the idea of seeing any 
sight so repelUdg to femitiine and gentle 
nature, as that of a body dashed on shore 
murtbe; she gently attempted to draw 
her from her purpose; bdt the winds and 
waves thenisehres might sooner be moved, 
than one whom indulgence and a false 
educaticm had ruined ; and Beatrice, under 
the influence d£ preserving Miss Amherste 
from theuncomfortaUeness of going alone, 
Wttsented to see her to the house; not to 
look at the body herself, but simply to 
pieserve her companion from any extrava- 
gance of which one so totally devoid of 
^'^ason might be guilty*. 

"Oh, look at that horrid cow!" ex- 
^OL. ui. D 
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claimed Miss Amherste, directing Bed* 
trice's attention to one who, tormented by 
her drivers^ seemed inclined to level all 
before her, in the shape of man, woman^ 
or child. ** What will become of us ?** 

" We must rrni to the nearest shop P* 
exclaimed Beatrice, who, like her compa- 
nion, felt no inclination to be overtaken 
by the furious animal; and dashing along 
the pavement, they both darted into the 
door of a bookseller. 

Miss Amhersle, breathless, threw her- 
self on a chair which stood in the shop, 
and declared she was frightened to death. 

" Pray smell of my salts," said Beatrice, 
gently. " I am not much alarmed now.** 

" Or will you smell of mine?" asked a 
gentleman, in whose person Miss Am- 
herste, with some dismay, recc^nised her 
cousin Alfred. 

" Yours r What brought y^ here ?^ 
she asked, after conflicting changes had 
appeared in her countenance and manner. 

** I shall retort the question," he replied* 
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** You said you were going to call on Mrs* 
Grande — ^what brought ycm here?** 

" We have been," she said, with some 
suspidous haste, and stealing a look at 
her companion. 

" You have been ! So have ii** he re- 
plied composedly. 

Miss Amherste was silent, as was her 
cousin ; and to avert the confusion whidi 
she felt, after a long pause, she introduced 
Beatrice to him. 

" How was Mrs. Grande when you left 
her?" asked he, carelessly. 

"Rather better," she replied, unhesi* 
tatingly. 

. "Rather better! Did they tell you 
so?" he inquired. 

" To be sure, Alfred,* answered Miss 
Amherste, a little indignant at his mis* 
trust, and more so at the calm seriousness 
of hb manner— "else how should we know. 
•^Beatrice, you remember,** and Alfred was 
too penetrating not to perceive, in the 
averted looks of the person addi^ssed, her 
d2 
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utter .^hprreipcepf any tiding like felse- 
hood or deodt-r-" ypu remeinber the bul- 
letin we beard ?" 

Alfred listened for the reply from Bea- 
trice, but heard none : he ex;amii^ her 
opuntena^ce;,,9Dd couI4 only trace in it 
the calm seriousness of settl^ trfith and 
probity ; and turning towards her, he 
could not r^rain from saying — *^ Ah j. what 
message c/ic^ they give you ?'* 

" None," answered Beatrice, rous^ into 
an answer, and determined tQ speak '^ the 
truth, and nothing but the truth,*' if she 
spoke at all. 

" None — no— weca/ferf,** anxiously ,wd 
quickly exclaimed Miss^ Amherst^ Own- 
ing at Beatrice. 

" You called! You saw Mrs. Grande 
then ?" he saidsi inquiringly } " andyet you 
whi9peped;S^d(iething of a buU^in being 
given out RutiC?«f.ypu'seeJSfr§^,|^,rande?'' 

Miss Amherste did , alipost , tr^inble at 
boldly venturing on a fal^eh^, into 
which she feared her Cousiii was, iep^J^^* 
vouring to entangle her; and hesitating a 
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moment, she thotighit it bettw' fe' erade 
the question, hf siiriply stifing,' nUekng^ 
Mrs. Grande was better. 

*• Bless mer said the bcf^kseller, «* we 
must not believe half We hear, nia*itti— ft» 
/heard Miis, Grande di€fd this morning at 
ten tfcldek.** 

Miss AmherstJEfs heart beSat thick and 
fe^t, and she had again rectoiirse to the 
Sto^rigic^se f<* r^rf. Shfe^ fferired the 
report was tr6e, yet dreaded fo ask whe- 
feerit was sb'i whitel^ iSlfrtd, ^Ith some 
kindness, hrt^i^dshe W^^ hot shbdced^t 
the suddentitess of the mtdligeriW. 

^ Oh yes — I am so nervous. And 
anee truth must com6 out, I did nttt see 
Mrs. Grande,'' she replied; ** at all; nor 
did I see Miss Grande." 

"You did not?" 

«< No — I was misinformed-^I misun- 
derstood when they told tiie Mrs. Grand* 
was better. Servatits are hfeedles^, and I 
was hurried; Miss Wycherly and riiysdff 
wanted to take a long walk.**^ 

Beatrice's countenance eipressed'stoift^ow 
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for Miss Amherste's conduct; and as Al- 
fired consulted it» he saw what bis cousin 
was advancing was not true. 

'' In all probability they told me she was 
not better^'' she said. 

" In all probability,'* said Alfiredy whose 
indignation got the better of his polite-^ 
ness, ** they told you nothing." 

Miss Amherste was just then addressed 
by the bookseller, concerning some book 
she had neglected to have returned ; ^e 
was so harassed and perplexed by passing 
incidents, she could not decidedly remem* 
ber the name of the work, her attenticm 
h&ng at once distracted by Alfred's last 
words, and the tone in which they were 
spoken.—*^' I really forget th^ title," she 
said, mechanically, and without turning 
her head to the booksdler. 

** The one, ma'am, you were so long 
bef<»« you could have. A gentleman 
wants the first volume, and we let them 
out at considerable profit. You promised^ 
ma'am, I should have them home two 
days since; it i s and he named it. 
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Miss Amherste found her recollection 
by file quick turning of her cousin's figure, 
and the expressive, yet sorrowful indig- 
nant look hie gave her, which brought her 
at once to her thoughts and senses ; it was 
a book he had advised her not to read, 
and she had promised him she would not; 
but he was not the first man who had 
been deceWed by the promises of a fair 
lady. 

Tl^ peril inddent to the wild cow being 
over. Miss Amherste rose, and prej^ared 
to go: a white lie even then hovered on 
her lips ; and to the question of-^** Are 
you going to return?** she answered— 
** No, I must go to my milliner^a*' 

She had no intention at the moment 
she spoke of so doing; but passing by the 
door, and finding B^trice really thought 
she was going in, rather than be put into 
ime of her novels, as a character worthy 
only of contempt, she called, and pur* 
chased a pair of gloves, during the selecting 
c^f which she heard the gazqtte, that Mrs. 
Grande had died that very morning, Mr. 
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Gnmde vms inconsolable; and, of course, 
none but very dear relatives or friends 
were admitted. 

Miss Amherste had once been a dear 
friend of hers; but somehow the corre- 
pondence had been much injured by ab- 
sence and time. She had indeed seen 
Elizabeth on the sea-shore, and had pro- 
mised faithfully to call; but there had al- 
ways been something in the way; she 
had to draw— or to practise-^^-orthe day 
wa&,toQ warm— or too cold ; so many ex- 
cuses are at hand, when indinatfon is ndt 
on wing: but the last opportunity of see- 
ing Elizabeth on this ^de the o^nJid 
was past, and she felt one friend wasgone, 
in all human possibility, without one 
thought of kind interest towards her. 

These thoughts rushed into her mind, 
despite the gay streets through which 
Beatrice and herself passed ; it is true, she 
now and then said— ^' Oh, what a singular 
fhcer '' and do look at that peeuilid* 
flounce.** •• I hope earnestly no one will 
recognise me." To avoid any recogni- 
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timi, Miss Amherste drew her veil down^ 
and hurtled rapidly along, not stoppii^ 
until she bad gained ibe house where the 
body lay. 

'* Now hiok round and see if aHy one t$ 
watching u%'' said Misi^ Amherste ; and oil 
Beatrice's deohkring she raw no CHie who a|>«» 
peared so to do. Miss Amii^rsteleft her to 
l^roceed on alone; but suddenly turning 
fatek, )ib6 le^chttriied-^'' Oh, I dar^ttot ven* 
toreanioiig that crowd! Qnlytiuiik ivhat 
my euribaity impels me to do^^^^tdd if you 
have ally m^^, see me up to ^be door.'* 

Beati^ good-naturedly saw her ^ to 
the doolr-^-^saw^her push her way throiigh 
a crowd of tnan HOA were regaiiog tbem^ 
selves with beer^and re^e^HOients iii the 
porch of the houto^ «id then^ totally dis^ 
appear* She walked on slowly to wait 
Miss Amh^te's-retuin^ and as she^id so, 
ber thbU^fbts rfiatundly turned on that 
beauliftil and ifeissguided t^ad^»oiig ^tk 
The only nAn she ever ioved,' had been 
fewor t fa jy e^en of ^^r regard«^had &t^ 
d3 
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aaked ajad neglected her; and though too 
$pint|ed t6 admit to the woiid her keen 
sense of mortification and disappointment; 
in secret she had mourned, in secret had 
|nned; for love, ambition^ and pride, by 
his rgection of a heart he pretended to 
have woDr were severely and crodly crush- 
ed.. At a distance, though twilight was 
fiist coming on; Beatrice perceived faer 
new-made ^quaintance, lord Alfred: she 
would have wished him not to have re- 
cognised her; but perceiving he unmedi- 
ately tn»fe ibrthe spot where she was, 
tAe continued td walk on as before, pre- 
dervingi an evenness of pace, which might 
lead him to believe she neither avoided 
nor wished for his society. — *• Where is 
friy (?ou8in?" she thought, would be hi$ 
first question ; and she was surpril^ to 
find he even passed her, without taking 
any notice of her, except by a slight bow» 
She wa9 unladylike enough to turn round 
after he: had been past faer £oc a minute ; 
and he,! observing she was standing stitU^ 
returned (for he also was stealing a glance). 
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«\d Spoke — " Miss Wychwly, I think — 
^is is a late hour ; but perhaps you are 
^£^ud,'' he saidy returning ; '' if so^ permit 
«e to see you IwMne." 

•* Oh no, I am not very itouch afraid; 
and a friend will joki me presently," she 
j:«plied; *' she wUl not be long.'' 

*^ It is a lady then ; my oausin perhaps?" 
iie added, with an air of cha^n. ** Where 
can she he gone-^where Miss Wydierlj 
eould refuse her her society ?" 

Beatriee did noli answer, 

" Not snrdy to Mo^: house/* pmnti^ito 
the mie where Miss Amherste reaUy was; 
-^ womanish eurk>sity Qould hot delight in 
seeing what is to be se^ there" ^ 

He still reodved no answier, whidi firm* 
ty' impressed him in. the beHdf that his 
conclusions we^ just; and, with a ^riou^ 
mtr he observed he fitwt go and implore 
her to quit a scene from which most wo^ 
metii¥Ouldifly, rather than se^ : he th^r^-^ 
fi»e left Beatrice near the porch, and en- 
tered the door : amid the fumes of tobacco 
and £an(^e*-^4n asmall public^iouse— 4ie 
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sodghbhis odmiti ; aAd ju6t a^e reaclrad 
the door of the room in which iie was toid 
the yoimg lady wi^ looking at tloe ootpie, 
it burst open ; and amid die crie» for wa- 
ter, and bdp, fw ** the young lady ^was 
overcome wirth the nght^^'aoiid, we iuvy:, 
her agonized and hysterical screams^ .be 
dartedipast tbe young feinil^ wiidi ^wa» 
chafing 'her. t&ajpAes^io the -bed .fan wkidi 
the corpse Tested, fbr-he ju^goQaome.of 
her deep eniotiOn wasiconnected'witb liie 
form upon it. .Hk feeling nature Kvolt- 
ed jfttit&e(|i$igh*^ artd.he chilled as. he be- 
held the heing^ laying these. Those we 
have knowmiiriJife,/ stiike us with; an in^ 
definable ^ensation^ when we bebfold them 
no moire. ccmsoioua of any earthly change. 
Tfae.$%ht of a corpse, to one like Mias 
Amh^-ste (andatccxp^e: wbkb h»A been 
m bruised, wd mangled, by the siand wd 
waves), might be supposed to ^oiteii Bm* 
tim^)t. ^f : ^jiiUing ' horror in her . bosoQ^ : 
she 5teMggkd,tp:firee herself frpm ^ 
ha^ds^pf t^iose wjl^io would have assii^^ 
her to proceed once m<ure to the bed; mA 
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as she did so, lord Alfired cewed to won- 
der at her feelings; and, by gentle de- 
grees, he removed her from the room — ^he 
bore her from the scene of mental suffer- 
ing as speedily as possible. No wonder 
he was so kmd and so gentle, so mild 
and so persuaave, for in the dimmed fea- 
tures of the drowned man, he had disco- 
vered the onee gay, rich, and miserable 
Lord Havebill ! 
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CHAPTER HI. 



. Th€ reinnantb of thy gentle grace ; 
Or fn thy Heart, oh ! can I find* 
Tim deptK of ihoofehv th«t piilw aiind, l . 
Which once I loved ? Ah\ «(?, I ^'-^r 
(Anil I must mourn with many a tear) 
The loss of that which vice estrang*d. 
And grieve a lover deeply chang*d. Author. 

Miss Amherste left L for her mo- 
ther's immediately; and lady Emily se- 
cretly hoped, in the severe shock she had 
experienced, and in the illness which quick- 
ly followed that surprise, sentiments and 
groundwork for a thorough reformation 
Would take place : the mind might, by an 
occurrence so afflictive and startling, be 
roused to thought, and reflection would, 
in all probability, follow: there was in- 
deed much to contend against — the force 
of a bad and faulty education — the boiling 
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t>{ aati uncontradicted and violent spirit; 
aW combated against better reason and 
better feeling; but there Were those' to 
whom a sense of right bad come in a 
whirlwind and tempest, a $torm, or the 
calm solitude of retirement. If she could 
once see such de^ repentance as had been 
testified by the dying Anne Wycheriy— * 
if she could- once conrince her coquetry 
was a crime, and get her to dwell on it, 
with severe scrutiny, analyzitig the ulti- 
mate issue of its effects, and abandon a 
certain laxity of principle which made- 
mokelle had represented as being impos- 
sible to live in ihe grande world without?, 
she should have hopes of seeing her beau^ 
tiful cousil> a usdul and brilliant nlember 
of society. 

** It appears to riie very odd,'' said Anne, 
one evening, tb B^Ettrlce, as she was sitting 
by the s<^-«ide^ ** that Miss Taylor i^ould 
play upon the pianoforte so much, when 
she knows I am iso iH ; it could not be itti- 
pertinent tp ask her ta stop. Ah! there 
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fliteift singing! and the words of thi^ air 
distract me.'' 

It Was ** LoveV young Dream ;" and 
Be^triqe risitig» closed the door, without 
grnng to request Miss Taylor to ces^e, 
saying sb^ hoped tb0 music oould not be 
heard lao plainly then, and seating barself^ 
pursued her work. 

** You won't go and ask her then not 
to play ?" said iUin^ in an appending tone . 
of voice; '' yoM think it rude: I am so ill, 
you kpow^ dear Beafirice, I don't think fif 
these thidgSf and I W^ bear th^ fduaic; 
only I get weak and fix^i^^ Pe()|>le in 
lodgings should bear inconveniences^ I 
know." . 

Still Beatrice withstood Annie's entrear 
ties, and the calls of her own alfection^e 
heart; she continued to work, though the 
tear^ chased each odier dowjQ her cheeks ; 
and on. her. ijot r^l^ing, Anne ^l^s^ryed 
b^r %itot^5 md with a low voiioe $rtki~- 
** I am w ill L Do let the pianofprte be 
Mopped; Miss Taylor will jforgive it." 

*^ Yies — but—" and a diange of couo- 
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tenaDce in Beatrice^ marked with consider- 
aUe emlNmrasament, and oeaising mddenly 
to speak^ caused Anne again to inquire 
whether she was not well ? 
" Oh yes,** replied she, ** quite wdl."* 
" You grieve fat nae?** inquired the 
sufiferer. 

Beatrice did not either confirm or nega- 
tive this idea; andj^nn^ naturally. ooa- 
cluding that was tlmcase^ pressed her hand, 
and 'satd, she oould only regret so many 
years of ithm lives hid.heeci passed sepa- 
rate froos e^ other. Now site appreci- 
ated Beatrice's kind, geiieroiis^ itffdctidn- 
ate nstiice, she too wiell Judged they must 
part; but they would one day meet again ; 
and she hoped faertnother would only love 
her ha^9A mi|di as isyb^did^ and^he should 
die happy. Tbere^ was indeed, she gc»i- 
fessed, a sh3mes8, a reserve for which she 
could not ^BO^dnt^ sadness and a gloom, 
towhidi shefidta delidacy esdsted as to 
her inquiring. Beatrice had had diflS»^it 
pleasures (and perhaps they had been 
simpler ones) to lierself and Susan; she 
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had been left to find amusement fw her- 
sdif, and had created a world of her own, 
in which she found trouUes, vexations, 
and yet some happiness. All this Anne 
saw and knew ; when in grief, the heart 
of Beatrice, which Anne Imd thought a 
cold phlegmatic one, melted — it could 
bear indifference^ and the neglect of pa- 
rents, who were careless to their child, but 
It could not bear to see a sister miserable 
^nd uiiha|>py ; she left har books, to amuse 
the distracted mind ; and she proved she 
could. feel a» well .i» others, nay more: 
she had su£fering9 of hier own-^no one 
sought td aUevi^e them ; no one inquired 
why ^A^ was so pale,' so wan, or so thin ; 
Jt :was Btudy — it waa reading — it was 
books ; peopie, learned pciople, wa-e gene- 
rally ijiery pale ; and what in fact was the 
effect 6f a diseased mind, was considered 
^* as nothing particular," '* nothii^ of any 
peculiar moment." " Btatrice must, take 
more exerds^ sind all will be well ^ain." . 
^ Anne saw, with 8uspick)Ks eyes, a chan^ 
J;^ t»kep pia^ in B^trioe's looks; she 
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attributed it at first to severe study ; but 
after some weeks residence at L----*— , tbe 
same morbid impression of spirit remain- 
ed^ and the same visible paleness of ill 
liealth ; she then thought her anxiety for 
her, her constant and close attendance^ 
and the confinement attendant on an in- 
vaUdy had occasioned a deeper melancholy 
and gloom to prevail. To prevent her 
bad spirits from being infectious, she had 
summoned all her fortitude to her aid; 
she had even professed herself betters and 
endeavoured to hghten the blow which 
she saw must fall, for she thought the di^ 
sdution (^nature was at hand. 

For two days the pianoforte of Miss 
Taylor continued to be played; lively 
airs — songs, none of them in sotto voce--^ 
waltzes— bravuras-^1 in rotation ; and 
incessantly did Miss Tayh>r continue to 
play, until Anne expressed it as her de^. 
termin£d;ion to write to her, and request 
her not ; but during the absence erf Bea- 
trice, as the partition betwe^i Miss Tay- 
lor and her room was very thin, she 
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sumttKHijfed BtF^tigth to b^t ' about the 
bush, Bnd say, in avoice^ not very loud, 
one morning, in the midst at a song— 
" Miss Taylor, you have pkjred a great 
deal; are yoii not tited?" 

The sbiig treated: Miisi Taylor listen- 
ed; and oil Ahne^s rtfpeatidg her remafi^k, 
she r^ied, through the paartitidn— ••* Tii-fed! 
<^ ikH I practise 9l'gt&k% dM: ' Heattiee 
tells ine she likes m i^At nie; ^ I ai<- 
Wsiys^j^edse when I think srhe h in tbttt 
robmr 

« Indeed r ^ 

" Yes; I am afitdd k^ disturbs you; 
but when I asked your sister, I forget 
what she said,*^ aivanced Miss Taylor; 
•* I Soifi think though she made me any 
reply.^ , * .. 

Artne Md nothing more to^y, and the 
piandfo^fe went <Mi, A ifew days aflter* 
wards Ahnte ceased to mind the distjracv 
tion of the in^tii^'ent, a)s pcfople, by being 
accustomed to an evil, forget nearly tiiat 
it exists, and iti time wottder they ever 
thought it olie. 
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Apne soonr found, the ^ea-air too cold, 
and the^.pfHiy-chaise too rough to ride in; 
but slie .\vop]id have Beatrice walk, and 
with aflfectionate earnestness eptreated her 
to pr^rye her health,, and be a comfort 
to her mother when she was g^^ie; she 
would wj^|:ch her from the window, to be 
$ji|re.^he did leave the house, and then be 
satisfied (to think t^peatrioe woi^ld look a 
little better lyhen she returned home ; she 
ifonjd JhAvie a co^ur, and would describe 
all sh?. h^l sejdHf yo^ an assumed cheer- 
fitness, and jet. in a way which Anne 
eould not b|ut feel interest in, tl^ugh 
she saw it was forced* 

In one. of .these walks, which Beatrice 
finished as soon as possible; as she was re- 
turning ^m the sea^shpre, she came im- 
mediately jpast the dp(»- of the reading- 
room ; she reqoembered sAie had tQ call fin: 
a voliime which contained some biognu 
phical ske^h which she wished to finish, 
and turning: t^ go up t^ steps, sdbe pausi^d 
tQ h^A geiitlemaQ pass^ ; 

"^.Ma^^^^H.your veii is .^R^stened/' he 
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said, and bowing, he raised it from her 
shoulder, and gave it into her hands. 

Raising her eyes, as was natural, when 
thanking him, she pCTceived it was the 
lover of her sistei^ but so changed in per- 
sonal appearance, that had it not been for 
his voice, which revived in her heart a re- 
collection of something which she scarcely 
could define, she would not, in the emaci- 
ated being before her, have recognised 
the once-graceful and handsome Stamford. 
Both coloured intensely; and Beatrice, as 
she received his stifF departhig . bow, and 
heard no inquiry made as to the health of 
their family, against whom, at least, he 
ought to have no animosity, though one 
member of it had incurred his heavy dis- 
pleasure, felt a sentiment of womanly pride 
when she gave him. one of equal height 
and quaKty ; and yet, when he was gone> 
shq could not help a feeling of pity from 
predominating in her bosom : he had been 
trifle with on one of the tenderest of hu- 
man passions; he had proved himself 
weak^— yet who had been the cause of all 
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his suffering, but an individual closely 
connected with her ? Perhaps he was ig- 
norant how far she had repented of her 
conduct towards him— ignorant she was 
then in a lingering illness, reflecting on 
that which had been the keystone of his 
and her own misery. But Beatrice, when 
she argued thus, was not aware a letter 
from his mother had fully informed him 
of Anne's illness of mind and body. To 
take from it one simple passage will suffi- 
ciently evince, that he who could reject 
such evidence of repentance, and harden 
Lis heart against it, could not be won to 
feeling or virtue by a mother's tears. 

^* My dear son," she said, " you know 
how willing I am to overlook the past ; 
and those days which are gone by can 
never be remembered by one who ardent- 
ly prays for your return : abandon not a 
mother whose life is in your power ; and 
for the sake of your father, who lives not 
to behold this miserable hour, return. I 
see lord Bum^y is no more: let his un- 
timely death be a wamiiig to you; and 
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do not keep away from a parent who is 
praying £ot your arrival. I have address- 
ed t\A9 wh^re I know you must receive 
it< I have endosed some UHs^ whi<^ I 
trust you will use in travelling exp^oces 

down to L , where I am; atid my 

hope is» you will bless me by a sight of 
you ohce again. Anne Wycbedy is here ; 
X met her yesterday, and was grieved to see 
her uttarly dianged— sbe is no longer a 
fine lovdy girl, but is dying in a consump- 
tion. I always felt indi^aiit abd angry» 
that she should be the means of banishing 
you firom me; but I don't know how it 
was, my dear son, when I saw her, I for- 
gave her." 

On the reeeival of this letter, Charles 
Stamford wrote to say he would return ; 
and amongst a confession of his vice and 
errors, there wias.a sentence whidi his mo- 
ther grieved to see.*—" I," said he, " can- 
not f(»give Anne Wychwly ; when I con- 
sider how well she knew how much I 
)oved her, and, as has been proved, to fatal 
excesi;, I feel disposed not to pardon h^; 
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I will never see ber again. On reeoUeo- 
Hovi^ I think too I wiU forgive her, for she 
was not quite so bad as lady Amherste's 
jilting daughter. I do not ever wish to 
see Anne again, for my better feelings and 
reason (c^ whidi, thank God ! I am not 
totally bereft), convince me it must not 
ba^ 

This was in part what related to Anne 
Wycherly,; happily she and Beatrice were 
quite ignorant of its existence altogether. 
When, by chaBce, Anne had seen Mrs. 
Stamford, she had looked for no bow, but. 
bad humbled her spirit so far as to hurry 
away as £ist as her weak health would 
permit. They had once met face to face 
in a narrow street-^Mrs. Stamford had not 
^m time to turn her head aside ; and hav- 
ing an indifferent sight, she had used her 
glass at Anne, before she had time to re- 
collect herself Anne that morning waik- 
^ firmer and looked better than, she had 
for some weeks^ for the sea air had brought 
nUoomtoiber cheeks; she: had hold of 
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lord Alfred's arm, and at the moment 
Mrs. Stamford raised her glass, she wafl^ 
smiling at some of his remarks ; but not 
flirtingy as Mrs. Stamford's <;ompanion said, 
and ended her remark, by adding— 
** Anne Wycherly would flirt, even though 
she was at the very door of death." 

" Door of death !" said Mrs. Stamford ; 
" I think she does not look like a dy- 
ing person : I heard she was in a dbep 
decline. I wonder whether she thinks of 
my poor son ever? — ^and whether she ever 
thinks too of the misery she occasions me?" 

Anne thought severely ; but there was 
no kind friend to palliate or plead for her 
—no one to state the suffering she iendured ; 
and instead of hearing she grew worse, re- 
port *said she grew better; and that lord 
Alfred Westeme's attentions " soothed the 
sufferer.'* Poor Mrs. Wycherly too, when 
in her world (viz. the card-table), had, in 
confidence to Mrs. AUman, acknowledged 
Anne was better — that she was amused 
and pleased by lord Alfred's kind atten- 
tions. And Mrs. AUman had, in confi- 
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denoe to lady G ^ declared L was 

not a place Miss Anne Wycherly meant 
iodic at : lord Alfred Westerne amused 
her with his " kind attentions.*' Lady 
G— , in confidence to Mrs. Stamford, 
went up to the mark at once, and advan- 
ced, lord Alfred was going to be married 
to Anne Wycherly, whom every one 
thought dying — at least he was always 
there; and lady Emily too, the clever 
sensible lady Emily, would read to the in- 
valid, and absolutely lead her about, whilst 
she was so shy to all other people. 

It was before Mrs. Stamford heard this 
report she had written to her son, for some 
kind friend had directed her attention to 
Anne lying on a sofa in Mrs. ' s lodg- 
ings; she then beheld her with no bloom 
—so wasted too, and the brilliant eyes 
which she had loved to praise, when her 
son had prized their beams, dio^med and 
wet with the tears of suffering; she had 
even (struck by a sentiment of pity) bowed; 
and the blush of kindling recollection which 
eS 
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had spread over the countaiaaoe of tb? 
invalid, told fall well how much she apr 
predated the acknofwledgment. 

*' Poor thk^r said the lady, cte wboe^ 
arm Mrs. Stainfcxd was leaning, ** how iB 
she looks ! . I understand she severely re- 
pents her OHiduct to your son." 

Mrs. Stamford, in the first emotidns of 
anger, said she otight to repent, fin* she 
was his ruin ; but in a oalmer hour, th^ 
look, the wasted figure, the thin hands 
which supported a cheek white as death, 
and sunk by grief, cooled her resentful 
manner ; and she wrote to her son under 
the influence of those feelings, and said 
she fatgaye her : but when he came, he 
found those ideas no longer existed; he 
heard Miss Anne Wycherly was better: 
and when he called on a friend of liis, who 
had lodgings next to those inhabited by 
Mrs. Wydierly and her daughters, he 
heard that fri^d say — ^^ There is that 
piano off again ; you never come, but open 
flies the piano, and those Miss Wycherlys 
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l)egm: I declare I shall hate modie as 
feng as I Hye." 

''Those Miss WycherlysT Charles 
Stamford was not aware Beatrice could 
pby ; he therefcu^ judged it was Anne, 
and ** that she could not be so very bad, 
to be at the piano so much."' 

In reaBty, it was Miss Taylor; and 
Beatrice had privately written her a little 
iK)te, to request, whenever Mr. Stamf<»'d 
<Aine to visit the gentleman who had 
losings over her apartments (which apart* 
■ooit, it is necessary to say, extended over 
part o{ their sitting-room also), she would 
play as loud as she could, fearful of Anne's 
hearing Mr« Stamford's voice. This had 
been done, and the plan succeeded well; 
Afine was not so much as conscious he was 

in L at aUk^for all those who knew 

ber forbore to mention his name, as one 
that woffld only create in her pain and 
gnef ; for so much may illness wear upon 
^ miqd, and reduce it to a web of mere 
nervous feeling, that Stamford, oi; any 
Mag relative to him, was avoided as a 
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subject which could only be a source of 
unhappiness to her— and her misery mus* 
be reflected on her friends. In the most 
affectionate moments she passed with Bea- 
trice, she would sometimes say — " Have 
you heard any thing of Stamford ?** and 
when Beatrice gently broke to her he was 
returned to his mother, and in all human 
probability, was entering on a course of 
fife far different from that in which he had 
lately been involved, Anne replied only 
by tears — and they were tears of joy — 
** Do not imagine any thought but that 
of his future welfare," she said, ** has ai- 
tered my mind. I am now weaned from 
life, and slowly have, fink by link, un- 
fastened my heart from his. Lthink if he 
knew — if he could tell half what I have 
sufiered, he would be inclined to fwgive 
me.*' 

" I hear,'' said Beatrice, falling <mi her. 
knees by the bedside, and clasping Anne's 
hand in hers, '' that he is not going to be 
married." 

** Let him fcnrgive me^ and I eao die 
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tmvtent,^ said the sufferer, calmly; ''no 
oliiet Ibought, Beatrice, enters my heart 
iiow. On the confines xrf death, earthly 
hopes fade— others, of a grander and more 
blksful import, appear. The visions I in- 
dulged in are gone. Come and tell me, 
Beatrice, whether these reflections are not 
bett^ for me, than those you saw I once 
indulged in. I could not live to happi* 
ness, and I offer to the throne of Mercy 
^es, Beatrice, / — I dare to pray), that 
the breaking heart I offer in palliation of 
the past, may be of some avail. This is 
not romance— not enthusiasm ; it is sim- 
ply what I feel.** 

*' I do not regret you do feel it," ex- 
diumed Beatrice, soothingly, '' you seem 
to regard death so calmly, and to take 
leave of all so \7ell." 

** Ah I** exclaimed Anne, with her eyes 
filling with tears, and looking at the same 
moment earnestly and mournfully at her 
dster, ^ I cannot take leave of all so calm. 
My father, mother, brothers, sisters — my 
dear, dear Beatrice, you, draw me back to^ 
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life. I would wish to livie^ to Me you 
happy — happily settled with one desenr- 
ing of you ; but where is that one to be 
found? I know one individual indeed 
who did seem to appreciate your wortlk^ 
and that was Mr. Faulkner," 

Beatrice could not withstand Aimffs 
tender look^^sbe could not withstand tiie 
ealm, affectionate voice, which seemed tx> 
breathe more than usually sweety tise near'* 
er it appifoacbed to dissohitioit. The hour 
too was propitious; she confessed, above 
all others she preferred the being Anne 
had named; but this confes^n was fol- 
lowed by tears so bitter, and a manner so 
distressed, Anne forbwe to touch upon 
such tender ground again, and the sulgeet 
dropped, leaving her under the impres- 
sion that only one party loved, and that 
was Beatrice. 

It is quite possible to feel pleasure in 
the society of a person,, and yet not to 
love ; we may be amused, nay, delighted 
and charmed, and yet not n>eet squire 
Cupid, though we hover on the confines 
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of his dofoiAion^r It ww no jwrt ^hw 
probaUe that lord iU&ed ^liould fye\ intei 
rested in the sofdety of a young woqtj^nt 
whose originality of thoughts flexibility of 
Moark, and tetiiing tftlenfts^ werp at o«ce 
pleasing and «tt««tiv?. He fiHind bo 
graoe la Be^triee^ m ^OQotqfl^ment^^ 
Hkely to take with the wpv}^ en vWAS^v^ 
he found faer« as one uf^ a wild ^liNfrsr^ 
by ckaiMe-rrind jwerely for want of mf^^ 
fliing eke *o do, he WGBt to b«pr h^w 
Mitt Wycherly w«s-r-t9 flany h?r hopb) 
or meflMgjes ^om hjls faster Efnily. A 
feaiwency of visit, of comsft, oould p^t 
fiul to m^e the worfd tiJk; an4 9S it wfis 
to Anne much of his politeness exten^ed^ 
it was to her he w^s ^vm 99 an ^dniirer; 
and a few days better healthy ^Iilo^ Vi^hii^ 
time she was ahle ito >valk» mi he j^ndly 
<xfiSBre4 lii(( safvi^^ fayourpd the idi^ 

One day, at the readiip^^oQp)^ jtw^ 
hiu^ wbo h%d Hot^ihttg e^ to dQ ^ut 
qwa the fiew epflfteri, .ai»d "Q««^4 ^npl;* 
'pm 4biir iKtfdfc ^d wer tl^ng ^ ^t 
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their tastes in the reading way,** deter- 
mined to quiz every one who did not wear 
their coats well made, and stare every 
modest girl out of countenance. Lord 
Alfred Westeme, who sat at one of the 
tables, with his back towards them, read- 
ing a paper, was the only gentleman in 
the room; but he was soon joined by- 
Charles Stamford, who, after a five mi- 
nutes reading, took up his hat, and went 
out again, as if unwell. — ** Who is that ?** 
said one of the bucks, as the door fell to. 

'' Oh! Stamford— Stanley— Stanton, or 
some such name. The fellow is in a de- 
dine,** said the other, ** by the look of 
him.- 

**/ thought so by his coat Who is 
he-— any hody V 

*^ Yes ; ancient family, and all that ; 
but some cursed jilt, whom he liked, was 
the ruin of him.** 

Lord Alfred knowing the story, could 
not refrain fix>m listening to the passing 
conversation, which insensibly distracted 
him finom his paper. 
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^ Who was the jflt?** asked the green* 
txnted buck. 

"* Oh ! I don't know; but I hear she 
lived somewhere within thirty miles of 
that elegant little coquette. Miss Am- 
herste; so no wonder, for the little wiH 
copy the great** 

A wink and a certain direction of the 
eye to lord Alfred made the blue-coated 
buck stop in the midst of his harangue; 
^md after a minute*s sil^ice, they left the 
foom, to discourse more at their ease, and 
also to bear whether the ^ elegant little 
coquette, Miss Amherste^** was not own 
cousin to lord Alfred Westeme, before 
whom they had been so fredy delivering 
their opinions; having obtained the neces- 
sary information, they wisely resolved to 
be more careful in future. 

As but little benefit seemed to accrue 
ima the air of L , and as each day 
Amie but seemed to grow weaker, Mrs. 
Wycherly had determined to return home 
in the short ^lu» of a week. Anne also 
^sq^ressed a wish to go in that period, and 



y Google 



64 BEATitlCB. 

a letter was wtitten, to aoy at that time 
they should arrive home, provided Anne 
could bear the journey. The last struggle 
was looked upon as not being very faer dis- 
tant ; and it was in the village of her eariy 
ybuth, where so many happy hours had 
been passed, she wished to hpeatfae her last. 

Arrangemaits were oonaequently made 
fer a departure home; md Beatrice 
thouglit she saw the mortel frame gradual- 
ly melting into one mcnre resembling that 
•of an angd; ^e faeart-^^he mind^-^the 
]^wer cf rehgions^penoasion, were all in 
!their tzenith, and tbee spirit sMmed te be 
strong, though the frame was weak. 

Beatrice tguh felt gkd they w^re guing 
to leave L<«^^**^, for^ with iH-advised haal^ 
Mm. Stamford had taioen the house neact 
the one in which they lodged; indeed it 
opened ititfo th^r sittingf^room by folding 
^oors^ whicii Were invariaUy kept lodnd, 
.except when any laige )party made it ne- 
itessdry to open theu ftr tbe teceptioii of 
viritoflrsL Anhe had been told of thi^^nd 
!wiith move fertitade than Jher mMker spp- 
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posed her caqpeble >qC she heard that she 
must unavoidably hear CharWs voice, as 
the partition was so thin, and Miss Tay^ 
lor and her pianoforte were gone: she 
said, his vc»ee^nay» the seeing him himself 
would not afifect her; and she begged thi4; 
it might not be the imems of hurrying her 
mother in her wrangemeiits respectiiig b^ 
departure; she was the^ prepared for 
eif&ry thiog» and H^arren would apportioa 
her triak to her strength. 

Mrs. Starafixd, dnoe she heard of lord 
Alfred's ^' ^ttentioM/' bad never ^ven no- 
ticed Anne bjr a distant iiow. With mo- 
tberij love towaids ber son, «he &lt jaa- 
Iqos that the woman wbom ^fae tmdevsteod 
was ill^ in conseqpienee isl her remocse fer 
conduct towards him, coald accept the 
regwd of loiatfaer. ^he ^t a pleasuse in 
aa^^ing — •'Ob! HtfissAnneW^yciierly cam- 
mat be so wry flt-HsAie widked jeBt&pdt^ 
Ar an hour «3beat the drawing^roem with 
lord AUped Westeme — shecame fer i^ome. 
tfaiog liesiAw iiedth^ AHI.say »-4€ft 
Umbemoeiifajilt^ 
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Stamford never choked his mother in 
any of these expressions, nor did he tes* 
tify any peculiar feeling when she utt^ped 
them. He was ill, and did not like to 
shew it, so he kept from home, to avoid 
the complaints which he knew he should 
hear; but an affectionate parent, whose 
existence was wrapt in that of an <Mily 
darling son, soon discovered the ailment, 
and, with tender anxiety, sought to alle- 
viate the evil, by the first medical advice. 
But what has medical advice^ or all the 
physicians in the world, to do with a 
ruined constitution and a diseased mind ? 
And Stamford's mother, with increased 
dismay, beheld her son, of early and 
Uootning promise, a victim to what she 
called the *' artifices of an unprincipled 
woman.'' These were harsh expressions ; 
but let the apparent hardness of the case 
plead for her— a mother losing a son ; that 
«cm— — But we have already been over 
that ground ; and every time, when a &. 
vourable o{^rtunity occurred, she would 
aay— •* This is all Anne Wycherly's dcuig; 
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and now she is going to love another^ or 
does love another ;** and as Charles's looks 
grew ipore pallid, and his figure weaker 
and thinner^ she could not restrain the force 
of angry feeling— -of resentment and indig- 
nation ; but, every where she went, she 
told the tale of Anne*s trifling, in true, 
yet deepened colours. 



CHAPTER IV. 



There was a time when I coald smile-^ 

It never more shall be ; ^ 

And not a charm can now beguile 

Tbe^thoughts which once were free ; 
For all of earth that I have lov*dy 
And all of earth that ever moT'd, 

Is swallow'd up in thee ; 
In thee is all I could adore. 
And thoQ art lost for evermore. 

Fashumable and Polite Repoiitcry, 

It was after a card party, at which Mrs. 
Wycherly had heen present, that Mrs. 
Straiiwd sat down to rest herself from 
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forfi^mmg the honowfs ; ber ftien4fi wi?ie 
all gone, and Cb»k<i hsid wtired to bis 
roomf xmdet the plea o£ illness. Froon 
" four by hcMsours," and " tbe odd tricky 
ber tbcmghto mmuAhly wandered to ber 
son, and from hiai to tbe source of all ber 
inqwietade; and# as fihe dwelt witb pwv 
ful earnestness on hl^ iii(disposi|JoPi9 b^ 
heart kindled^ against Anne with more 
than usual severity. She had her, in her 
" mind's eye," with her bright eyes, and 
" just tinged dieek," as «he saw her smi- 
ling on lord Alfred's arm : she did not re- 
member her as she had seen her, pale and 
ill on the sofa ; but she brought her, re- 
stored in all her health, to her imagina- 
tion, triumphing in the past, no longer 
touched with remorse or repentance, no 
longer grieved at the part she had acted 
towards her son— oh ! one of the best of 
sons — " But she must be punished," she 
said ; and, as she spoke, tears rushed into 
her eyej^~« She shaU/* fik^ mpUme^^ 
and «he.8obbc4 wi^ mo^ 1^;^^ a mgith^# 
aognisb. Hereyq^ w»dytb94«9a^$^ 
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unwiped tears, beheld, at the extremity 
of the room, a thin form advancing to- 
wards her; it came with misteady and 
unequal steps, faltering as it moved. — 
"What do you want, ma'am?** she in- 
quired, in a tone of distance; for she saw 
it was Anne Wycherly's countenance and 
form. « Surely you have made some 
mistake ?*• 

** I have made no mistake," she replied, 
in a humbled voice; ** I want your for^ 
giveness — and that of your son's — ^before I 
clie!'* again she stopped. 

•* Before you die !** repeated Mrs. Stam- 
ford; and a moment after, when the suf- 
fering giri came nearer to her, she was 
Bshamed of the tone in which she had 
spoken — ^instinctivdy she* offered her a 
chair, and asked her to sit. 

•' I cannot sit ; I came only for forgive- 
ness ; and as you hope for mercy in your 
dying hour, give mercy to me P* 

" You must not talk of dying,** said 
Mrs. Stamford^ interrupting her ; •• you 
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must think of lord Alfred, and get well, 
for his sake.** 

" Lord Alfred!" and the anguish of 
sorrow melted into astonishment and sur- 
prise. 

" Yes ; but I am sure I forgive you ; 
as to my son — and I am sure, if he sees 
you, he can do no less," said Mrs. Stain- 
ford, bursting into tears. 

" Bless you ! bless you for that !" said 
Anne, in a broken voice ; '* it will be so 
^lightful to die forgiven by all! Tell 
him — oh ! you may tell him, when I am 
gone — how bitterly I repented ; how dear- 
ly I do — did — ^love him." 

Mrs. Stamford would have spoken 
comfort, but she knew not from what to 
draw it; she c6uld not even utter a syl- 
lable ; but her tears were even kinder than 
any thing she could have said. 

Had Anne been in health, in gaiety, or 
cheerfulness, she would have treated her 
with scorn, with contempt, ot indignity ; 
but these emotions melted into a tenderer 
sentiment, as she stood before ber^ weak, 
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Wtubled^ and repentant — a being on the 
y«gp of the tomb, trembling and subdued 
by ijihiess and self-reproach ; she no longer 
considered her as the high-spirited trium- 
phant girl, whose vivid passions had be^i 
her guide, but as a dying person^ whom 
she wished to forgive, nay, if possible, to 
restore her to the health and peace of mind 
she had lost She implored her to sit ; to 
even pardon her past negligences, her 
little coolnesses, which had been more the 
effect of motheriy feeling towards her son's 
peace, than unehristianlike sentiments to- 
wards her; and she named those reports 
which Mrs, Allman had so sedulously 
spread, as being, in a great measure, the 
source ^ of her haughty and reserved cibn^ 
duct towards her ; and, in conversation of 
a mixed nature, an hour passed rapidly 
away. 

" I must now return," said Anne, in 
whose countenance there spread a calm 
serene joy. " I think I can die happy — 
Mrs. Stamford — ^farewellP She ndsed b 
powerless hand to that of her friend, and 
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was raifflDg that haiid< in tremulous eager- 
ness to her lips^ when the brilliant eyes on 
whidi Mis. Stamford was looking with 
a£fe(^nate interest, became suddenly dim, 
and the tl^ figwe feU forwaids into her 
arms, without Hfe or motion. She, soon 
perceived it was a fainting fit, and the 
alarm she bad at first expetTienced died 
away, on hearing a short gasping voice say 
-^^ Oh ! don^'t be fi'ightened— it is only 
weakness ; I am better now^ I wish to 
get back thiough the fblding-dooi6» as 
Beatrice, my dear sister, wffl ooBie to 
watch me to sleep ; and I do not wish 
her to know I have seen you.^ 

8he rose in pronouncing these last words, 
and, supported by Mrs. Stamford, reached 
the doors of which she had spoken ; and, 
as they olose^ on her, and she heard the 
parting words — ** Good night !" Mrs. 
Stamford fancied they were the last she 
should ever hear b^ speak, and she gave 
way to tears-^tears of Mtter gri^ 

^ Mother,"* said Stamford, in the mem^ 
ing^ as he looked into her ecMintottne^ 
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** I need not ask you iiow you are— you 
are ill.*' 

** A little dijtressed in my mind," she 
f^ed, looking away from him. ^* I was 
up late last night. Poor Anne Wycher- 
fy— " and tears spoke the rest — " she is 
dying.** 

Stamford thought she was dead at first, 
but dared not ask the question, hoping his 
Blother would at <mce dash at the &tal 
truth. His countenance could not change, 
for it wm then pale as death, with that 
^ddy hue of oonsumption Which it was 
fearful to see. — " I suppose," he said, after 
a long pause, speaking firmly, and, as his 
luother thought, with considerable force, 
" Anne is much worse ?" and his tortfe 
suddenly altering, he added-^" I really 
wish to know." 

Mrs. Stamford, in a few words, related 
to him all that had passed : she spoke of 
Anne as one near unto death — as one she 
f(Mrgave with all her heart ; and she would 
give the woriid, were it ia her possession, 
to resjtore h^ to health and happiness*-^ 



y Google 



94 BEATRICE. 

" If you could but see her, Charles,** she 



" If I oould but see her, mother! I 
don't think it would make any impression 
on me ; yet, I do forgive her,'* he said. 

•• Will you try to see her?" inquired 
his mother. 

** I! oh no — it could only disturb 
her, and make her worse. I see you think 
I flinch from the trial ; it will be no trial 
to me'' 

This was language and sentiments Mrs. 
Stamford did not expect from Charles, 
who had been so devotedly, so fondly at- 
tached. Was it the vice, the futile plea- 
sures of a corrupt and licentious course of 
life, which had blunted his better reason, 
his better feeling, and the common hu- 
manity of nature ? 

" It is odd, if Anne is so very ill, none 
of her family are sent for from Brundale," 
he said. 

" A letter was dispatched this moming» 
to say she was not expected to live ; and 
the physician gives few, indeed no hopes 
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of her recovery. As a last resource, doc- 
tor Hay ward is sent for from Y , where 

he is staying. She had always a great re- 
spect and faith in him. This does not 
look as if she could last long." 

Charles made no reply; but after his 
mother left the room, he continued to 
pace up and down with an uneasy step 
and abstracted manner, and continued to 
do so until a servant came from Mrs. 
Wycherly*s, to say — " Her daughter was 
so ill, she would esteem it as a favour if 
no noise was made in the room adjoming 
hers — she could not bear it." 

** Very ill?" said Charles to the servant, 
in a tone of inquiry. 

" Yes, sir; I believe Miss Anne won't 
last the day out Miss Beatrice, sir, is 
very much cut up." 

" She begins to fear then," thought 
Charles, as the servant left the room ; and 
he then began to imagine Anne was really 
bidding farewell to all the joys and sor- 
rows of this world. He listened as he laid 
on the sofa to passing sounds in the room 
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in which he knew she was ; and sometimes 
be heard a footstep, lightly treading the 
floor — at others a low voice/ apparently 
in prayer. 

When he remembered she was passing 
away, where she would be no more seen, 
under the affliction of a long, severe, lan- 
guishing sickness — that she had so deep- 
ly, repentantly spoken of him, he was 
touched to think he had not se^i her — to 
shake hands as friends, and before the 
oofBn lid was closed upon her, to say — 
" The past is forgiven and forgotten/' He 
again began to pace about, until a carriage, 
driving swiftly up, bespoke the arrival of 
three individuals : he paused to see theip 
alight: first came out Mr. Wycherly— 
then Sawbridge — then Susan, whose face 
and figure brought back to his mind a 
thousand tender recollections; he could 
scarcely bear to look upon her, so much 
was connected with the dying Anne in 
the seeing of her. Slowly walking his 
horse, then next appeared doctor Hay- 
ward : he drew out his watch, looked at 
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it, ud was prepsrteg to digbt, when 
SmlMdge^ ^»p«ared sd: the door.— p*^ A 
conotts bet I faaore been makuig," saki he, 
stfickuig bis eane aa the end of his boot, 
and holding the &ce of Im watch down 
towacds Sawbii^e. 

'' Sorl" said Sawbridge, falKng back, 
and diffete&t emotions ptssing over his 
oouBteoance. 

" A ewicms bet, I tell 3roiL Let me 
m-^"" rumwaa&ig-— ** let me see " 

Sawbridge, during the time the doctor 
^^paMing^ f^iwd tiope to hope be would 
mk^ hat^tBy for his sifter v/trnverj ilL 

" Ah, / e»'t save her^" awl he. " Do 
yoQ know, I b^N^e won. my b^t. by ten 
nmwites? I have been seeing how lorig. 
it took me to walk my bovse these taa. 
miles hereJ' 

^Tfaen/' ssid Sawbridge^ with hioqest. 
indignation spreadingratt o'rer hisfeaturea,, 
"you may seeihow long it takes you to. 
wdk your hoise those ten mtifes^ hadt;^ 
and* without hamrdinig another woid, he 
cljoeed tbedodv itihis^iiQe; : : . « 

VOL. III. p 
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Charles Siamfin^d saw the whde trails^ 
actioiH secretly pleased with Sawbridge 
for his spirit, and indignant against the 
doctor for his cruel carelessness ; but other 
emotions possessed his heart, when, on re- 
turning to the sofa, he distincUj beard, 
through the folding-doors, the words-^ 
** Beatrice, let Mrs. Stamford speak to me f 
and in another moment it was followed 
by the sentence — •* This weak breatb of 
mine seems just expiring — ^God bless you 
alir 

" She is now going," he thought, and 
he moved nearer to the folding-doors, and 
hi^ heart, which till then appeared hard, 
melted ; he thought of her as his first, his 
only' love— as the lovely giii who had 
tried the strength of his love by trifling — 
as she who, generous, frank, iand kind, 
had only erred in one solitary instance 
against him : hp started up to the door, 
and had, in the energy of his despair^ 
opened it a few inches before he remem- 
bered what he was about. — ** / must not 
enter," he thought, as, with dimmed eyes. 
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he withdrew back his head from the aper- 
ture: " I must not disturb her in her 
last moments — peaceful moments; yet 
my own feelings urge me to see her;" and 
he felt the low voice he then heard speak- 
ing comfort to those around, was that of 
her who was dying ; he at least felt there 
could be no harm in giving her one last 
look; but in this he was prevented, for 
the curtains being drawn closely round 
her bed, hid her from his anxious gaze. 
He caught a glimpse of Beatrice— of Su- 
san—of Mrs. Wycherly — all absorbed in 
grief; he had seen them kneeling, and 
heard prayers for the dying read in a bro- 
ken voice by Beatrice : he heard one ser- 
vant say to another, as they stood with 
their backs to the folding-doors — " She is 
going off— Oh, my God, she is gone!** 
They started forwards, as did he ; no rea- 
son — no power of prudence — no fear of 
disturbing the suffering girl, had time to 
enter his mind — in a moment he was at 
her bedside ; he pushed them away from 
F 2 
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supporting Anw to their arms^aud aiiatcb- 
ed her to hi$ awn. Another moipent 
ottly served to convince him this immedi-^ 
ate impulse of feeling -^distracted apd 
hasty feeling, had come too late ; to hi» 
fond prayer, ** that she would forgive hm^ 
the wretch who held her iw his arms," tpi 
all the names of tenderness which love, 
unrestrained and fresh awakened^ suggest^ 
ed, no reply, no answer was returned; 
and it was not until he had repeatedly 
pressed the wasted figure in his arms^ calln 
ing it by every endearimg epithet, by evwy 
title he could form— that the closed ^ye 
(closed for ever on him and all the world 
beside), fringed with its fine dark lid— that 
indescribable hue, which death alone can 
give, which was settling on the counter 
nance — with the \ip% from which np reply 
could ever be given, eompresa^ together 
as one who gently dnks tp rest — and tQ 
the mournful silence which prev^le4r 
convinced him he was alike too late to for- 
give or to be forgiven- 
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Ml$s Amhente f^U ^iftitled tvliefn ^hfe 
heard Anne Wycherly was no mote ; ^hfe 
Iridl to think it must be m^e report, for 
Aime looked m w«)1 when she last saw 
her; but the hearse, and the dark long 
tmrn which followed, admitted no doubt 
<rf her death. Miss Amhersle threw up 
tte sash, and looked aftw it till it was en- 
•6tely out of sight ; and then, turning to 
Ifcer mother, said—-** So poor Anne Wych- 
erly is gone to her hst long home ! I 
<»uid so^cely believe it could be true; 
f(» I never considered her in a decline; 
though she wasted, yet still I thought 
thai; WOT only grief, not disease. People 
^ wftst£, when they grieve,** and her eye 
ifeH upon her own thin hands, and an air 
of thoughtfulness, unusual to her, oveit- 
^read her fece. 

** People ought not to give way to 
^ef,'* said lady Amherste, cold-heartedly. 
'^ As fbr you, Juliet, pou must go to 
tdwn." 

** Indeed," said Miss Amherste, ** I had 
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mth&r not ; I qaii't bear town. I wish to 
remain here*" 

" And / must have you go somewfaete, 
or you will fret yourself into a decline, as 
Anne Wycherly has done." 

Miss Amherste ventured not another 
.word ; for grief (which obtained an ascend- 
ancy over the passionate impulse of h» 
temper) had so far made her passive to all 
ber mother's arrangements, so far humbled 
the spirit of obstinate pride she once evin- 
ced, that she yielded in this and every 
other instance without a murmur, or a 
word of opposition. 

Lady Amherste saw the splendour of 
her daughter's beauty was " upon the 
fade" — that her spirits were weak and de- 
pressed— her mind miserable and unhappy ; 
she knew no other cure for these mental 
diseases than company ; she never thought 
of administering advice, or soothing cour 
vernation to an afflicted heart, then awak- 
ening to a sense of its frailties and infirmip 
ties : she had once been in bad spirits herself^ 
and a winter at Bath had cured her; and 
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Juliet must go somewhere to change the 
scene ; she must see new faces*— new places, 
and all would be well with her. 

" The man was unworthy of you," lady 
Amherste once said to her daughter. 

" Yes ; but have I not been unworthy 
too?** she replied, in great anguish. 

" Possibly ; but you should not think 
of these things — ^it is no use fretting ; I 
see you want society, and sodety you 
must have," replied her ladyship ; and she 
gave orders that a journey to town should 
take place on the Wednesday following. 

" This is precipitate," said Miss Avql- 
.herste, as she darted hastily into the walks 
of the garden. " If my mother knew my 
state of mind, she would not press a thing 
which must cost me so much ;" and giving 
way to a moment's passion, she burst into 
a fit of tears. When she had recovered, 
she found herself in the little aviary ; and 
her heart was touched by the many cir. 
cumstanci^ which crushed into her me* 
mory, as she, with a troubled heart and 
eye, remembered the hours (now for ever 
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gone fa9r)iThick ^be Ind pussed witiim it 
A cbange4HKl taken ^ce nice she had 
visited it^ the gilt cages were Ao longer 
tenanted^ but bung, oov^red witk cob- 
webs, in d^rent parts erf the t<Wftn. A 
feeling of remorse ^nd mortification— of 
sorrow for the past, and ^oomy ratrospeGt 
of the future, made her seat hersdf on the 
chair nearest to her, aawl leoall^c^ies^t 
once admonishing dnd dis*«&8Sing to Iter 
feelings. It was in that place Mr. Faulk- 
ner, with firm, yet genaious sentitnente^ 
had warned her against the iU*&ted Ma- 
verill, even at the tooment she was de- 
ceiving him ; it was there^die iiad so OffWti 
Hstened to his voice, which wioaU be h^aid 
by her no more ; and it was thece the g^y 
HaveriU had won the afi^iBCtidiis he ne^^r 
meant to return ; «nd it was there she was, 
a desolate wretched being, sick at her own 
ftite, and lamenting ttie pa^ without a 
single hope or comfort for the future : ^be 
knew not from what source to derive con- 
scrfatibn; no mother of ext^isive or «i- 
larged education, and reMgious principle. 
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^as at hmid to calm the darkened «U)d 
peq)lexed mind. Lady Amherste WW 
her daughter unhappy, and tbe only cure 
&r that malady, as she thought^ wsig conh 
pany, the wor$t thing indeed calculate 
for a female like her daughter^ at leuft 
the state of mind she was then in ; it might 
damp any goad impression^t might fi^r 
^ time aednee the awakening spirit fkoQi 
iteelf~-bat it could be of no real use t^pra 
heart so truly miseraUe as was hers. 

It should seem that many thii^s pecu- 
liarly conspired to awaken Miss Amherste 
to a sense of h^ fcMtmer conduct. In the 
death of Anne Wycherly, she felt hers^ 
<^ill; in the idea that a broken heailf, 
caused by her ill conduct to a man shp 
ioved, wfip the ultimate cause of ti^tQ con- 
sumption of which she died> m^de her re- 
fleot^ if sueh a trifle ^for she consid^ed it 
« a tiifle) pwMfd w^h deep tmxy^mif wh^ 
^ght «^ Pijft JtP. feel ? 

"^ Se^" ft3^d «hei, to ^r woman, as vKe 
mi^ dipefusing h€)r hair, *' yoi^i saw Mm 

F S ' r 
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Wycberiy*8 funeral? Did Mr. Stamford 
foHow?" 

' ^ Oh yes, ma'atn, as chief mourner — just 
tis a husband would ; and then Miss Bea* 
trice and Miss Susan. But Mr. and Mrs. 
Wycherly were not there. Then went a 
train of the Brundale poor people and 
€hjttity children. It was very affecting^; 
and poor Miss Beatrice was so pale and 
shrunk ; and Miss Susan looked like death. 
I just got up to the vault time enough to 
see the coffin; and at that very moment, 
poor Mr. Stamford was looking in, just as 
if he wished it was his instead of hers; 
and then young Mr. Sawbridge came up, 
and pulled his arm within his, and led 
him iaway.** ' 

** But you told me of some letter ?** said 
Miss Amherste, quickly. 

*• Yes, ma'am, there is one for you, in 
poor Miss Anne's own writing; and I dare 
say you will have it to-day, for John 
Adams (who, by tfee bye, was the waiting- 
woman's Platonic friend) had got it in his 
pocket then." 
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^ Why did he not bring it yesterday ?^ 
asked Miss Amberste. 

*' Miss Beatrice, ma'am, asked him to 
give it t]iaek to her, to enclose to you, for 
$he coald not bear it should be sent as 
Mrs. Wycherly had sent it to you ; she 
wanted to write a few lines too." 

Before the evening came, ' Miss Am- 
lierste recdved the letter; it was, as her 
woman 'said, in an envelope of Beatrice's, 
in whidi, with some difficulty, she de- 
ciphered the following words:— 



^' D£AE MISS AMHEESTE, 

'* Our dear Anne, when dying, 
i^uested the letter you will receive with- 
in this to be forwarded to you : her re- 
quests must be complied with by us, with 
sacred and scrupulous care. I know you 
will most readily pardon that which I find 
It impossible to repre8$, when I write of 
one now t^ver more to bless us by her 
presence*— I mean the te^M which blot 
the paper 4m which I am writing. My 
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Iteart k too fiiU'to 9dmU: my saying any 
more ; only how much I am, 

*' Your ^ncere, IHaod, 

'' And feeUwisber, 



Anne'« kttpr was simply this :- 



" Whm my dear Miss Amherste 
receives this^ the ha»d which will hav? 
written it, the intellect which composed 
it, will be lifeless in the grave; it may 
then be suppgi^ to tnake a greater -and 
inore lasting impi^saioai m her to whom 
it is addressed, fot the .appeal of the dead 
^Is with more wieigbtt on the hv^iwa 
ml»d, than the advice of th^ IM^wgi both 
may together ware my 4wr Miw A* 
of a fatewhk^ is at once p^raieiiouf tp 
her future :ai^ pr^a^ hapiiioeia. ^h? 
who triflfs.^i^ Ahf) Ipt^aop /of;^ twmao 
bmng» knawft.««)|t ^ h^w mu«h ^i» |9r 
^ponsiW?.; riw ^e6 m* ipto t)i» woffd^ 
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t^ fuiuiity, but flays a specious part for fi 
shcnrt time, and thinks it will soon be 
over. In tbis she is lamentably mistaken ; 
her oonception is hidden by a * dark and 
shadowy mist;' her mind led away by 
trinmphaiit vanity, wrapt in its own 
beams of selfgratification, and heeds not 
the pang of misery it is hoarding up for 
her at some future (perhaps a deathbed) 
hour. What we would ^ive then to re- 
call some few scenes in our existence, to 
wipe away a few past deeds^ and to lay 
our heads down in calm peacefulness to 
die! You will not permit yourself to be 
•i^ry with me, when you reflect, nothing 
but a strong wish to further your happi- 
u^iss cpuW make me take the liberty of 
appealing to you, ^: T flow do ; for it is 
not so easy £or one so near death as I am 
to write a long epistle, J do not shudder 
{though I didisome time since) at the dark 
cold jfcQinb:gpadu?^lly^]^prwpbing nearer to 
flE^;^wi wh^ yqi^jiiave reci^v^d this, I 
lh9)l ^ a»f inhabitw^ pf . il;. I r^her r^. 
Ji^ I «l|dU jSP ^Qptn be in p?a<^ thoi^gh 
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my sisters, my parents, and the worid it^ 
self, yet holds some dear beings to whom 
I could and do cling ; but I must go far 
from them — I must pass away, and be no 
more seen. The days of vanity, of false 
delusive pleasure, how in my dying ill- 
ness they have disturbed me! and it is 
against such a misery I would warn you. 
Take then, as it is meant, this last letter— 
the last / shall ever dictate. The world 
has opened upon you^ as it did on me^ with 
visions of glorious promise. I darkened 
mine, by conduct which kills me with self- 
reproach ; be you warned ere it is too late; 
avoid the rock on which I split ; and if I 
have any weight in your mind, let me en- 
treat you to trifle txo longer, and to think 
of that which will give you peace on your 
deathbed. It is with tears, bitter tears, I 
must take my last farewell of beings I 
love; and that I now with feeble hand 
draw this letter to a close. Think of me, 
now passed away, whither no mortal eye 
can explore, and on which the heightened 
enlarged imagination of man can only sur- 



y Google 



BEATRICE. Ill 

inise a faint idea t all that is left of me 
m\\ be remembrance, and ^ith that, in 
mercy to yourself and others, take warn- 
ing by me — think of my keen sufferings^ 
the distraction attendant on an unprofit- 
able course of life, such as mine once was 
— think of my bitter tears — my anguish 
of mental pain. 

" I had written thus far, when Beatrice, 
my DEAR sister, came in ; she mentioned 
you, and asked me to write no more ; it 
is, therefore, with feelings of considerable 
pain, I am now bidding you farewell ! — an 
everlasting farewell ! for though no pecu- 
liar friendship has subsisted between us, 
yet that lingering affection to life, which 
so often hovers on the deathbed of the 
young, makes me sad to think I shall see 
you, nor write to you no more. Believe 
me to be in death, as I was in life, your 
sincere and faithful friend, 

" Anne Wycherly." 



The letter had been written two days 
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h^we i^ne death of the individual who 
composed it ; it was sealed with bl^ck, 
wd a, little impjresi^on she bad received 
from Charles Stamford^-^a serpent, and 
the words " Eternal Fidelity," engraven on 
it The hand indeed was distorted, and 
far different to the Gne Italian mannei: in 
which she generally used to write; the 
fluent fornaation of the lett^s was subdu- 
ed into indistinct and trembling chai-ac- 
ters ; the whole bespoke that it cost the 
writer some difficulty to n;iake it intelli- 
gible to the reader. That it was the last 
she ever wrote. Miss Amherste made no 
doubt ; for it required not much penetra- 
tion to perceive in that, it w^s the la§t 
effort of expiring intellect ; many small 
wor^s omi<;ted, and others misspelt, to- 
jgether, combined with the crookedness 
and irregularity of the lines, cqnvinced her 
it was her last effi>rt. It at opce melted 
her ixi^ tears; it subdued the haughti- 
ness of nature ; and she felt touched that 
one now in another world had thought it 
,^yen w^ljJI^ hjor whil^ to ^ye a wqrd of 
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advice ti^ her, wlio, tffl tbeii> liMl^eemed 
to scorn reproof — ^not to laugh Mt rdigion^ 
bot to hear a jest on it without testifying 
disgust ; she who had trifled and trifled-*- 
eoquetted and coquetted, till caine the 
** payday'' home to her own bosom. 

She was aroused frcm the distressing 
idling of overiodciog her past condnot, 
hy the entrance cf her ivioman» "whn came 
from lady Amherste» to inquire whtt 
dresses and trotdas jhe intended to liave 
^ot in readiaiess for town ? 

** For town ! I do not loiow I riiall go 
to town," said Miss Amfaenta, in a broken 
voice ; " I had rather remain here.** 

" My lady says, ma'am, it will do you 
good. She told me, at the latest, she was 
going the day after t<vmorrow — perhaps 
to-morrow.** 

" / shall not go — I cannot. If my mo- 
ther did ixit understand my fbelings^*^'* 
said Miss Amhervte, hesitating. 

^ Oh, nia^am, my iady sa;^ she knows 
exactly bow you ^1. My lady says she 
WIS just sohaself once, and wouid never 
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have been any better, if she had not gone 
into company." 

Miss Amberste looked to the door, and 
her woman ceased speaking to close it. — 
**Go," she said, after a moment's pause, 
** go, and tell my mother she knows not 
how much my happiness depends on my 
not going to town : and do not pack up 
my trunks, or arrange my dresses, till you 
hear further from me." And once more 
having silence and solitude for her own, 
she re-read that letter, which promised to 
be the second grand step to a revolution 
in the sentiments of her heart 



CHAPTER V. 



But they who think that a single emo- 
tion of remorse can draw to the paths of 
peace, by its efforts at good, the indivi- 
dual who, for years, has been engaged in 
pursuits dissonant to virtue, are most 



vGooQle 



►gi, 



BBATBICS. 116 

€gregiously wrong; it requires tim^ oon- 
^nt application to the even path of hap- 
l^essy whicfa is founded on duty, vene- 
ration for all that is pure and lovely, to do 
away the past errors, and still the agonies 
of repentance, which, but for those errors, 
would never have existed. 

Lady Amherste, contrary to all her 
daughter's hopes, took her to town, but 
to her own house ; she was not content 
with having a party of young ladies al- 
ways at her house, and bevies of beaux in 
constant attendance, but she hurried her 
daughter from place of amusement to place 
of amusement, and at last, with some dis- 
may, observed, that in the continual whirl 
and tempest of society, the bud of beauty 
began to fade ; yet it was with feelings (£ 
pleasure she observed Juliet did smile— 
did enjoy company, and enter into it with 
avidity and delight. 

" There is a visiting ticket left yester- 
day ,•• said lady Amherste, one morning, 
to her daughter, ** from the Faulkners, I 
perceive,** 
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•'TheFmlkiiensr s«mI Miss Amheratet 
with an air of reooUectioii^ md considem 
4ifale embarrasBineiit^ which cbnld not jma^ 
by annotioed as die took it ufk- 

^ Yes. They are in dight mourniiig 
ibr Anne Wjrcherly, I hear, 1 like their 
leaving that ticket>^k looks imraUy," oon- 
tinued her ladydnp; '^ yoa see it ciHitains 
a few words to invite us to a ball." 

^ Not a waks b41f I hope,'' said Blias 
Amherste. ^ Not that I shatt daii6e-^-4br 
tmy danciiig days acre t)ver.'* 

*' A quadnlk baU, / bop^" smd another 
4ady, 

^' No balls for me,"* advanced e^ third, 
!*' ft)r IcaiHiot endure ai^ thiqg but wek 
und 4aiionadt. Oh dear! wbat shall we 
'ido with oilf^ves this inprtiitig?-^Mi£Bi 
Amherste^ what shall we do ? I am tir&d 
ifKf my own exiatetiee. There is the harp 
— but I am sick of harp playiiiigi there k 
4be piam>^-^ne cannot always be pldying 
that.^ 

"* SbOl ^ read?" said one of thetnoat 
rational of the party. 
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"^BmcK Na-rr-readmg makes one's 
hend aohe ; reading is intolerable : bendet^ 
we most off do scooiething.'* 

^ There is the bagatelle board, tactics, 
drawings, colours, books^^pray amuse 
jowtsehres/' said lady Amherste, as she 
left; the roofn ; ^ and the carriage is at 
your service ithaiever you wish." 

^ A]\ let ua go somewhere,'' said the 
QU)st indolent lady, getting up. 

•^Go! Where shall we go? The park 
il ^at^ptys 9^4 e^ery thing is so horridly 
stupid," sskiA anothra— *^ wh^ere daovM we 
go?" 

^* I wiU tell you," advaneed Miss Am- 
limte; '^ let us go stopping:' 

^'Ab, let us go shopping, and seefo^ 
shwns^" «Md all the party, and they as- 
cended to their toilets with a fittle vaoffe 
^m^tkm thau they hud e/eaeendedL Miss 
P-^— - dedared she wanted a sear^ and 
lidy Aniie^ G ■ ■■ -^ « gown. Miss G-r-^^^ a 
psirof ^vesy and Miss Ambersite want* 
i^g wh^ gold CQuld not pyrdhaseH-^ieace 
of mind* 
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The carriage was at the door, and tjie 
ladies got in it, and away they dashed to a 
fashionable milliner's, killing time as they 
said, little dreaming Time would one day 
be even with them. Once in the show- 
rooms, they began to admire — to criticise 
the caps, the bonnets, the pelisses, the 
dresses, and the silks, keeping the milli- 
ner^s women in constant employ for two 
hours ; but, oh ! it was only killing time, 
pour passer le terns. Miss G— was the 
first who thought oi buying; and she said 
she wanted a pair of lilac gloves. 

" Lilac gloves?'* They were produced. 

" These are a blue lilac,** said Miss 

G ^ ** and blue lilacs I detest most 

abominably.** 

The woman reached down another pa- 
per, of pink lilacs. 

** Pink lilacs ! Oh, they were hideous !** 

The woman, with the patience of a 
saint, took down another paper, the real 
lilac, just such as Miss G— — expressed 
a wish to have, and she presented a pair 
for her inspection. 
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" Ah, they were the colour ; but she 
feared they would spot. She liked the 
hue-— but lilac altogether was a sad fading 
colour ; they were very pretty, certainly. 
No, she would not have lilac at all, she 
would have lemon colour." 

A paper of lemon-coloured gloves met 
with the same fate ; Miss G-— , from the 
first, only wished to look at them, and de- 
clined taking any. 

Lady Anne G could nowhere dis- 
cover a dress she liked ; gros de Naples, 
satins, silks, nets, &;c. &;c. were dragged 
over — but no gown was chosen. 

As for Miss P , she would look at 

some scarfs, and some were accordingly 
shewn her ; and at last her fancy became 
charmed by one with a border of roses, 
embroidered at the bottom. 

" I may put it up then for you, ma'am ?** 
said the milliner, folding it up. 

" Yes. Though really I do not know — 
the price is very high ; it is certainly very 
pretty. Stay; I have not made up my 
mind. No ; da not fold it up : I have 
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torn or five BQw-**^nd that embroidery 
gfowa qU sa soon« No, I will not take 
it^~£rOQD AKmNine T pnd off they went. 
And it was wttk raeh beings as these, 
ligbt biittwflies. of fashion and hcdlovr va- 
nity. Miss Amherste was associated ; and 
the arcD which had been stretched forth 
to aave beiv seened witbdrawa for eret. 
Ijady Antm FasbioQiet was tutored psN 
vately, by lady Amherste^ to ridicttle tow 
spirits, mA to> ask Juliet to aU h^r partial; 
tber young ladies who were her ciptmpar 
nions^ were inforased ihfij nuuat aoause: 
her mind, and they found less hardship 
than they imagined in sa doing ; a seBse 
of ri^t had shot athwart her mind like a 
vioon — it was pasaed and gone^ a» a dream; 
vanishes in the waking hour. There waa 
no kind, well-iiaistnieted individual to 
sooth the aggrieved mind, or to renovate 
those feelings whkh nijght niever again 
retunw for Time was, with steac^ and 
mouldering fingers^ wiping away the tvacea 
of the borrcn* occasioned by lord HaveriU's 
death* Aime Wycbeiiy's kttec had» till 
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tbe London journey, been read at lesat 
ODoe a-day; but since that time, it had 
been, Miss Amherste knew not where— 
either in her writing-desk or table drawer^ 
or any where else, for aught she knew : 
Beatrice too had signified a wish to oor* 
respond with her {at the suggestion of 
Anne, who foresaw much ultimate good 
might accrue) ; she had, in consequence of 
her wishes, written twice to Miss Am- 
herste, but had received no answer. Fol- 
lowing doctor Johnson's rule, she wrote a 
third time; but that met with no better 
success. She then wrote no more: yet 
she ttould not help occasionally inquiring 
after her, and with concern heard she was 
engaged almost always in gaiety. Per- 
haps the best elucidation we can give, of 
how she was pursuing her time, is in Miss 
Faulkner's let)»r to Susan Wycherly. 

** You ask me concerning Miss Am- 
herste : the was at a ball we gave on the 
sixteenth instant; she 'came with lady 

VOL. III. G ' 
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Anne Fa$liiQn)9t, her aunt^ and several 
ladies staying with her. My brother m* 
mediately went forward, and spcke to her 
Hiodly. She ^eecoed indiflferent tp this ; 
but when she came up to me, her coun* 
tenance underwent a sligfit change, and I 
Qbserv0d she looked for a moment embar- 
ra^ed and pfiinejd. She asked o^e repeat- 
edly — * Do not ypu thipk I am dreadfully 
altered ?* — ^To which I c?ouid not help re- 
plying, not * dreqdfuMy* altered — ^thinner 
and paler than usual.—* Ah !' said she, * I 
came without p^int to-night ; I am o|;)liged 
tQ us^ it. Pray is this to be a waltz ball?* 
-^l $aid-r* No ; my brothe^[' dislikes them ; 
he despi$B8 waltzing.* — * Does he?' said 
she, with an affectation of not knowing^- 
for it must be affectation.—* Yes; do you 
not remember how much he has inveighed 
against them ?' said I ; and then I feared I 
had said too much. — • Oh yes,* she an- 
swered, * I know he was s^upu^ous ; but 
I hatp to r^raeinber aH those hprrid things, 
which only make me miserable npw. Do 
not mistake me ; I mean ^in fact, I do 
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not know what I mean* I wisfa that this 
hetd been a waltz ball* finr I adore waltz* 
U)g.' She spoke with fVetful peevisbneaa; 
aod as she went away from me, I aaw so 
much alLteration in her figure (whether oc- 
c9$ioned by late hours or grief I know 
not), that even I pitied her. 

•* My brother teU3 me lady Anne Fa^ 
shionist is a woman of the world«*^one . 
whom we would ayoid rather than copy. 
Lady Amher9te is similar to her, only not 
^Ptod with such bright inteUectual inteL 
lecta a3 her sister ; ^e is politik^ as is lady 
Anne ; and he argues there is more dan- 
gar in being the friend of the former-named 
lady than the latter, for shais so fascinate 
ing, that you feel inclined to forgive even 
her follies when you are in her society. 
Aa for myself, I do not pretend to under- 
sttind hunmn nature; so whether Miss 
Amherste is even now playing a part, I 
camiot take )U{K>n me to determine; but 
tine mfiBt eventually discover the truth, 
aad to time I mvat leave her.** 

62 
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Lady Anne Fashionist had constiderabk 
merit in winning h«r niece to' her parties; 
she often took her by surprise— still often- 
erby storm— and as often as both put to- 
gether, by the simple words — ** Oh, you 
MUST come; what will my room look 
without you ?" or — " Juliet Amherste re- 
fuse her aunt Fashionist's parties! No, 
that cannot be !" 

" It must be, indeed," Miss Amherste 
would say sometimes, when the weariness 
inherent on excessive gaiety was upon her. 

But her aunt led her off, by sa3ring — 
" No, you will not spoil my parties ; they 
are stupid — but do not make them worse 
than they need be. Besides, I want to 
get you into fashion. 

" To GET INTO FASHION,** she WOUld 

repeat, " is a most excellent thing — ^the 
summit of Fortune's wheel ; it is to be ad- 
mired for every thing you do— every 
thing you say. In fact, you cannot do a 
single thing ilL See what a fine thing it 
is to be in fashion — universally sought 
after, admired, envied, and criticised I fifty 
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glasses all levelled at ycHi» trilA the hur- 
ried inquiry of—* Who is that?*— ^ Ob, 
Miss Amherste! A sweet girl — all the 
rage just now.' — *Ah, indeed! one must 
beg an introduction.' Beaux to the balls, 
plays, apevHS, by dozens. I give a ball— 
you the magnet of attraction ; I invite 
fifty more than my rooms will hold ; those 
who oome last, after a jumble, a push; 
and a squeeze^ hear that you looked di- 
vinely, but left the ball-room early, be- 
cause you were fetigued— universal sorrow 
on this account, and the next day a hun- 
dred inquiries (unmeaning ones I grant) 
after your health. This it is to be the 
&shion— and all this it is my wish you 
should be. Besides, then is your time to 
settle for life.'* 

Mis9 Amherste struck a full chord on 
her harp, and drowned her lacfyship's voice. 

'^ I talk of a small masked ball," said 
lady Anne, and the wires were left to 
themselves; ** but I do not know how it 
will be.'' 

^ A mashed ball! Oh, . ma'am,: no one 
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here has hftlf spirit enough t6 cany oft dlidi 
athmgr ^' 

" Yes, y(m have-1-yot^ tfiudt ; I have 
absolutely brought a list of dhara^terd fdr 
you/* said lady Anne. 
- " Then indeed it will be uselessj'^ .siM 
Miss Amhfertte, M^ith some fbree^^ '* ttb 
masked balls for m^." . . 

** That is an odd way of refusfing ah irt- 
vitationr said kdy Anne? ^biit I tfth 
disposed to indulge you. Gotn^/ J«/k 
oter th^ list I have made, md. tet. u^ ^t 
the Wotld on fe-e by sotnething dutrS:'* 

Miss Amheiiste looked at thb iist,' athrd, 
by (life merest diance in thle Wotid^ fisr 
finger refsted on one of the dianwitew ftr 
half a minute; lady Anne snatched' it 
from her, exclaiming — " Oh! you hi^e 
diosen death!! Oh, that is horrid f A 
man's character too,** she ad^ed ; '^ no, no, 
it must not be.** 

^* Jlather say otninbu^',* said Miss Aift- 
herslte, lifting up her languid eye^ ; ^ evefy 
thing here is a mask, I think.** 

'^ And* every where cflse too; ttty dear 
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XvHtit. All 1 ask 18, f hct you will cfaobae 
1^ cbaracter» and then I wffl fix the day, 
and all will be setfled/' 

'' Then lio one shall knoir my chatab- 
ter,'' said Miss Amherste, aipparently a0- 
pedSng to the pl«L '* If yout ladyiShip 
pluses to fix. thb day^ youf may^ Fis- 
sure crieSf 

< And quickly calls, 

Away, away to Vanity Hall.' 

My head aches intolerably, and my he^t 
(go. Youbia^ laugh, bgt indeed it is so. 
I would giye apit^tbing to be ajt peace in 
the oountiry ftfr A vaonthr^^y where, 
from tlie dlsii^tion attendant off com- 
pany; do but look, my dear auhf,* how 
tinn I afn gettiilg, ^d how {iale I am : 
and then I &m subdued to use r(mge; 
Aademoid^le s^id I shotdd. Ah ! made- 
moStelle hfas a ^reat d^ to ilnsw^r &H%" 
dieaddedi 

" So wb have all/' said lady Anne, with 
tbe trtmostiiaTi^j/^oitf ; ^' misspent tioE^^ 
lost time — and time spent in folly: but 
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ivhat is to be done? we must go with the 
crowd ; it is next to an impossibility to 
stop a current ; and when all the world is 
doing Que thing, we cannot be singular, 
in doing another.*' 

Miss Amherste was silent, and lady 
Anne went home, to desire her eonapa- 
nion to write cards of invitation directly 
to her numerous acquaintance. 

Miss Amherste, whose heart was nearly 
broken, no sooner found herself alone, 
than she burst into tears ; her mind was 
unsettled, wavering, and discomforted, 
and her disposition subdued ; she saw. no 
happiness beaming for her : a Icmg train 
of endless amusements (which to her. were 
any thing but amusements) only appeared, 
and on them she dared not dilate; and 
gladly would she have sought peace in re- 
tirement, but that was denied her. As 
she thought of all her friends^ or those 
who styled themselves so, not one seemed 
to appreciate her fedings— -all drew her 
into society, telling her she must not 



y Google 



BEATRICE. 189 

grieve, and lose her beauty— that beauty 
which she grew so indifferent in preserving. 

'' What 18 to be done with Juliet?— 
she alters ' dreadfully," said lady Anne. 
** My dear sister, indeed she is losing her 
beauty ; and I hate paint to be resorted to 
so soon; it is a last resource when the 
campaigns in fashion have ruined one's 
complexion.'' 

'* I do not know indeed," said lady Am- 
herste, ** what is to be done with her. 
Spring will soon be here^ then we must 
go to the sea. I cannot think of any thing 
else." 

" Nor I," advanced lady Anne. •• Pray 
make her in spirits at my ball to<>morrow. 
What is her dress?" 

^ That of a nun, I &ncy," answered 
lady Amherste, carelessly ; *^ but in truth 
I do not know, so do not depend on me; 
I merely saw a veil in her dressing-room, 
resembling a nun's, so I may, in all hu- 
man probability, be wrong; I dislike to 
intrude on her, for she seems worse than 
08 
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iVer iiii hiBr«piH««. Piiy lri\t dldyw get 

TiigM? U6i*l'P6ektivet« s«*n«i4if i (iftggers* 
driW Wtth'you; 1 Won^feif"^hg!*^f he'ih- 
ten'ds to fnairy i^Wi'. I t»^ish ttiy Juliet 
was settlied^n 4ilei^ mind, I rtieah. Bl^ss 
me; what ab^iutlFul sHawl youh ijf !' Hdw 
milch did ft 'iicsi'yoiir MMatiie Tritt'if, I 
suppose ? you have such a very e*fedH^t 
choice. PVay ida jlist stbpr lioit, dnd'play 
chess With me baifah hoiif, tb kin ttnie, 
for my Viators here ar^ rtJad' <kflaf ytitir 
ma^k'^ffbai;*' ' ..■.,.. 

♦ « ♦ » ♦ *. • , 

'The ttiasW' lyr prt)V6d (w^ial hun- 
dlreds' h^6^ doh^' befoirej a' v^if sttfpid 
thing. Lady Anne Wd' befiii '^Ift^ ion 
twolkdieff, WHbse dtiu^hfert sftifi^iiad ex- 
pressly/ ihvited' bS sih^erl^ ffi' 'si feaH&' of 
Savoyards. A^ flr^ she flhtidi)«tta, ftim 
their ready dcquielsbeiici^ in tife limtHliin, 
that thby Werfe, whdf fhfey s^id; ^^-de- 
lighted* ancB'*' iBanried" \Wflr !He Idga; 
she eVelii trbuBfediierseif tB^haj) fH^tfi'se- 
lect dresses for ^d occasion, " building 
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up,** M Mie of the senior ladies said, " h& 
own disappointtbentf and the s^peeA was 
concluded l^ a smile of ironical pleasure, 
sudi ^ o^e, that had liidy Anne seen it, 
would have revealed what was meditated 
against her. I114ated being ! she dreamt 
not of any retaliatioir befaig made on her 
txmdudt, f<^ all the ladies seemed no smil- 
ing-^-s6 swee% odoi-^o mit'esiktmg to 
go; and to add ohemore degree of ddight, 
they were " enchanted" to be ** S*Vc^. 
aid^," aUi^he thought t^ey wbuld, because 
ihdy had ibmarkaUe fine voices, and were 
not prudish iii displaying them ; but the 
mammal, ** l»*eathing revenge," secretly 
intended lady Anne^^ bdl should be flat, 
if it was in thciir p6wer to make it so. 
Consequently, when the mdsical overture 
was over, and some mksks teld made their 
appearance, and the rooms began to iSi, 
lier kcfyship began to look for Her Savoy- 
ards; liotl^ hbwever appeared — she was 
fHi thdftlb— and ancMber hour elapsed. 
^ Lady Anbe," said a domino, who 
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knew her ladyship in hers, ^ you promised 
us some female glee singing.'' 

^ My Say<^ards are not come-^I shall 
.send, for I thought they wduld be the ^t- 
traiction of the whole room;** and lady 
Anne finding suspense no longer endu- 
rable, dispatched one of her footmen to 

the ladies 6 and the Misse^ D 

< '* Besides,** she added, '* my oieoe is not 
here— and she sings well — and I find my- 
self flat" 

She mingled with some of her victors 
a short time after— found she had ballad- 
singers without voices— characters with- 
out sense to support them — and that half, 
or more than half, her company were 4^ 
pendent on the other half to entertain 
them— and that the other half ware think- 
ing too much on what they were to say, to 
say any thing worth bearing. 

" Mr, Faulkn^,'^said lady Anne, whose 
anxiety that her ball should go off well 
became beyond endurance, '* pray tell 
some of my people to bring in refresh- 
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mente ; we are so i)ery flat I can't think 
where my Savoyards Mre.** 

The footman she had dispatdied tp their 
several residences, at that moment brought 
two small notes, and presented them to 
his mistress. 

"* Neatiy folded and sealed,** she said, 
with some indignaticxi. ^ All that, of 
course, took time; but these people are 
inclined to torment^ 

The notes said they were ^* inexpressibly 
90injr and so fiurth: they ''had colds," 
** were not in voice;** and one lady had 
•actually been so unfbrtunate as to sprain 
her ai^le, and was very much diagHned 
to be obliged to gite" up lt|ie maak^ ball 
altogether. 

Lady Anne opaied the other note with 
no better success : the lady G ^ were 

INDISPOSED. 

^ I know what this means,** a«id lady 

Anne. *^ I can torment — and at.fiKin^ 

•future day — and they may depend, upon 

my services. All this seenis ill-iMtured 

to your un&shicNiable earft; but if we diii 
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itot tenfmxgb oiliiiehreviirsoiiieiiiamicrar 
other» we should bur tilNerIf kiit^ 

Mr. ttiidasmti^ti »(it l%»e vAth lady 
Atm^^'iJMr ^ineKfti^^ only bo^ed^obmred 
skid pii^d dtt; td^tii^all wtistniElsfCKeiade, 
andas even dull novelty can pleas^lieseafed 
hiikisdf tieak" A ittasA^ wbote figii^ retard- 
^ him' (^ n ybung lady tb- whom he Bad 
paid con^AdmM^ Attentkns ; he therefore 
entered into conver^tion with fa^^ dt n(- 
th^ wcfold hayet «lane^ sb; but be £>und 
sble wa^ifthrfuViof itnirfting to Her masque- 
rade veice^ and' therefispe only «poke ex- 
<^tilig' in mottosyllaBfoa ; her ey es he per- 
eeiyed "i^tti bright end intelligent, ahd- 
gather tf«6betfdttttaHbr Miss Parr% whom 
he had fancied it was. 

She di^med^ Aktixth^^ at his dose ex- 
^mihation of her, and ioid-^'' It ig not 
possible you can know me; and if ai^ 
lliifag unusual oocuh^.ik-.^but nothirig will 

tShe was moving away; but Mr. Fadlk- 
iser MdWed her, and oatbhing her by tiie 
likatle of 4ier dress, sffid*^'^ I w^^ 
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^ Ydtf wilt flot?'' dKi atawitisii iir.a 
tone i!^ hKitiiiy; '' thtii J wSU sfayi' I 
only wish you to tell me Whidr is hdy 
AnneF^hlbrtist?* 

** Whfch is lady Artne Pdshi<ini^r ad- 
vaiioed' Mr. Faulkii^]", hAd he dttiMl stag- 
ed at the question. ' 

** t)ori't be i^arptfefe*: reinttflber <irhat 
you said just now : you think it straifge / 
am here, and do not even know her. So 
it is.'' 

Mr. Faulkner obiild not forbear raising 
his eyes to the oiask ; and as he did so, 
she turned abruptly awayi 

" Lady Anne is terribly ehagiib^d about 
some singers — some Savoyards ; every 
body knew they were coming, and are 
disappointed to think they do /.not now 
mtend it," hb said, merdy to distlge the 
conversation. 

** Suppose / sing?** said the mask. 

" I wish you would," he added, in his 
natural i^de; for the natural expression 
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of his vmoe muld no longer be controlled. 

" I used to sing well, but am out of 
practice now,*^ she answered ; '* and I used 
. to be happy ; but now I am miserable-— yet 
I deserve it all." 

Mr, Faulkner made no comment on the 
words he heard, but continued to press 
his companion to sing, with more than 
usual earnestness. 

Still protesting she could not, she be- 
gan. 

BALLAD, 

** If in foreign lands thou roam 

Far from friends, and far from home. 

Still some joy to thee is near — 
Hope may whisper peace in store. 
And pictuije to ttee thy own shore, 

And stanch thy tear. 

** For thee some anxious heart may beat. 
Some tear of rapture may thee greet; 

Ah! some jot to th££ is near; 
B«t I, whp onjbe her smiles could pdni 
3hall never know that bliss again. 

Nor stanch my tear. 

. " Others may have hearts befriend ^em ; 

Blessings Heaven itself may send them — 

Tben, on eatth, oh what their hi I 



y Google 



BEATEICS. 187 

Bat I, from all tbeie oowforts baiuabVL 
Find my bope^ my heaven vanisb'd— 
Nor stanch my tear. 

^ Mystic woes my heart aMailiog — ^ 



^' Bless me T sdd a young Cupid, press- 
ing into the dtde which had fcxined round 
the mask whilst she was singing ; ** Love 
and Music must be united-— -indeed they 
act upon each other; so let ifie come." 

" And Virtue — ^let Virtue be also in 
unison,** said a morali^t^ dose at hand. 

Mr. Ffiulkner fdt the mask press har 
fingers on his arm ; but as she had told 
him to take no notice of her feelings^ he 
took no observation of the impulse, but 
continued to implore her to finish the bal- 
lad she had b^an. 

** Ah, finish your ditty,** said a jockey, 
cracking his whip, and at whose voice a 
considerable tremour agitated the mask's 
fiame — ** pray finish; we are flat: this 
is not life in masquerade: 'tis terribly 
stupid-^very body is listening, and no 
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one speaking'. Ton my sbul, it is not to be 
endured T 

" Oh no ; and since you wish for life," 
said a mask, boundhig forward In the cha- 
racter of Life, " here I am.** 

The languid softness of the voice — the 
bemtiftilelkiftticity of tbeshlSpe^eoibbiiied 
withrthe exquisite hdr^ ftUing in richly-* 
curled ringlets^ in a moindnt di6c6vered to 
Mt* Faulkner it was no other tbaii Mias 
Amfam*ste; flnaifiur a sh»t time heven- 
tilled to gdae on herfeaitui^, dinily dis- 
cenilibte thi-ough a^ ti^spareiit mask, Witii 
thiat son oir curiosity which ^V^' mUsft be 
giVeh fo ttidse we have oiiG^ loved. 

Tb^charafeti^r slie had^dMumed fbitded 
a ^ !R&d fo^ puns: the jockey hititi^^ 
v^triitecl iti hmt— '^ Life was eVery thing;" 

'' See," said the rnask^ wfaoto Mr. Fa^Itt- 
Ai^ nm k^ by Mm, '' is it not sin^fular— 
tb^ifeisilD^bA^ 

Ltiok htiw D^&tb keepir hovering by this 
bteiltiTul Life.** 

. M^. F^lkn^ miped his eyd, tad hk- 
hetdi&vtlMlk in tliatt dhtt^aeter tt ii f hftrt 
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dijitance frotn MiM Anbherste, and Sb W^l 
contnved, tbaf H apjieared the coniit>li^ 
figure of the Kin^ of tettOM. 

"How came Miss Atoherste e6 th!nk 
ofassummg tlie character of Life?" ittTd 
a ycfiriig lady. 

*'^&baiiae''ahe likes to do ektraotdiflfity 
tlrifig^," reptied anotfaeir r ** aad bates^ fo 
bei Tike the world Itt g^'&fiif. Toot tfaill^ ! 
when her mask is off at supper (for if e 
flK aU to UAdMbidt kippeF): you #iU' see 
if ^ iffiofi iAowmnt^ pi^t^d^tUatvtae 
is tinitdf &d«d-^widi Iwr AAie ootaiplexidn 
gone/* ' I " • ••:'••' • • • --(i ■• . 

'* Hkik!* nAd- thcr i70inigdr ^eakar; 
* flssy ategoiMg Iky sii^'' ( / :. --I ,> 

" Oh^ it would hoe^ be Miss Ambente, 
if she did not dlsp% hel" vo&et I 'date 
s&f H #in b^idl Qti^^rety fine. Ifeatb 
and Liftf iitigihg a duet! th«« !s r*«% 
sotii^ing 0M^(^ in ijiat" . t.. 

•^ tra pfty Keft^n r ifiid fhfe firtt Bj^ter 
a^. With Mitt« tol^eiis 6f )napifl^ih(!&, 
•* ^r tfte Voice is swefeC.* i ^.I - 

the VdHig u»ai meet; 6tA 1^ bMtAi* 
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less attention of the sorrbundlng mi^ks, 
to both the air and the words; signified 
they at least thought them so. Though 
^ less powerful than usual, Miss Amherste's 
voice was not the less interesting ; it had 
rich cultivation, taste, and mildness^ to re- 
oomm^id it ; and even the lady who said 
she thought it would all ** be fine— very 
fine,** caught herself listening to the mea- 
sure. 

^ Oh P exclaimed a mask, whom it was 
not difficult to discova* was lady Anne 
. herself, to a domino near her, speaking m 
a suppressed tone, ** I told Juliet her ill- 
ness was all imaginary — merely a fit of the 
spleen and vapours, which a masquerade 
must cure. She said she was too weak 
to sing^— hear how she carries it ofi^!" 

The domino listened* and did not per- 
feetiy acquiesce in her ladyship's remark ; 
he was too polite, however, to hazard a 
word to the contrary, but contented him- 
self by moving near enough to the masks 
of Life and Death, and hearing lady 
Ann^s disquisition on the merits of her 
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nleoe being in the character of Life — one 
she had chosen from a thousand fantastic 
others-— one also selected from a picture 
then in high repute, in whidi Lifb was 
represented as a blooming figure, clad in 
robes of white and crimson : she had imi- 
tated those robes as far as she was able ; 
but lady ^ ' , who loved to lash every 
one, said Miss Amherste would have shone 
more in Death than in Life. 

** As all beauties do,** thought Mr, 
Faulkner ; and with great interest he lis- 
tened to the duet sung by the masks, 
then chanting it near him. 



DUET. 

Life, — " All that is blooming— all that is fair, 
Is by my fostering hand so cherished.'' 
Death, — << All that is lovely, young, and rare, 

By my dark hand is snapp'd and pei^h'd ; 
So boast not of that sovereign power. 
Which I can wither in an hour ; 
Boast not a bloom which I can iade. 
As soon as e'er tliat bloom is made ; 
If thou canst make a flower bloom, 
Tb I can call it to its tomb.'' 
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** How hord^ tP sing of tombs in a 
mw^tt^nide r md 9i lady, popping Imw 
efffp. " Pr?y l?t pie get awf^y I X liate to 
l^ear of sijich, di^qial things T aqd she 
pr^sfed her way out of the cirde, which 
WAS almost immediately filled yp by Mr. 
Faulkner's unknown cppipanion. She 
s1;iU kept hold of hi9 aroi ; and if she had 
ijQt cfirefuUy eli^ded his eyes, by keeping 
her mask on during the time of r^resh- 
n^Qts, he would have ii](i^ii)ed it was 
o^ly a rtise de guerre^ inqident tQ th^ 
pl^pe* and ^mu^n^nt; but there was a 
tremulous emotion in some of her aetipq^ 
and a more than ordinary affectation of 
voice, which excited his curiosity. 

** At supper we unmask, I fancy ?" she 
said to him, as another party came crush- 
ing on to hear the singing. 

« Yes." 

*• You are certain^ she advanced — 
"certain of that r 

" Yes ; in half an hour supper will be 
ready ; I heard a servant tell lady Anne 
so;' 
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The mi^k made dq reply; and Mr. 
Faulkner led her to a «eat at the f^irthest 
end of the room; and seated himself by 
her, though without uttering a «rord. 



CHAPTER VL 



Ak indistinct remembrance of bev voiee, 
^ugh she endeavoured to diiguise it, 
made Mr. Faulkner determine not to lose 
sight of the mask near him : apprehend- 
ing who she was, he touched upon many 
subjects which he judged would b^ inte- 
resting to her ; but none seemed to a£fect 
her so much as the one relative to unmask- 
ing at supper. 

** It seems/' said Mr. Faulkner, in a gay 
tone of voice, " you are apprehensive of 
some serious evil resulting from youv 
shewing us your face; and perha]ps it is 
only mercy which makes you thus fear^ 
ful?** 
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'* I wish,** said the mask, in reply, ** that 
I oould get away before supper begins. I 
oan*t unmask ; it would be cruel — ^ungene- 
rous-^unkind to do sa** 

** There!* answered Mr. Faulkner, 
laughing, ** that is by no means an indefi- 
nite confirmation of what I have said. 
Why could it be ungenerous— •unkind-— 
cruel?*' 

*^ You are jesting,** said the mask, low* 
ering her voice; ** / am serious. You 
must not talk to me on these things. 
Come, let us listen to that strange sang, 
Death and Life ; for it is so singular, it 
cannot fail to attract." 

Lady Anne at that moment came up, 
and spoke to Mr. Faulkner : she was {(A* 
lowed by a jockey, whose only merit con- 
sisted in a long whip, which ever and 
anon he cracked, to the confusion and dis-^ 
may of the company.—" How admirably 
my niece supports her character T' said her 
ladyship to Mr. Faulkner ; ** really, she is 
the Life of us this evening. My Savoy- 
ards disappointed me; but, between 
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quadrilles and waltzes, and with my.Juli^^ 
et*8 aid, we have done very well. Not- 
withstanding aU, however, I am tiwd to 
death,** 

^ You are the lady who sung a toxidi-r 
ingair not long ranoe?** said the joekey 
to the mysterious mask; and he seated 
himself by her side. 

She bowed. 

" You will perhaps favour us again ?" 

She bowed, and was going to rise ; but 
the jockey swore she should either unveil 
her &ce, or sing. 

** What shall it be?** she asked, in a 
voice of great agitation. 

** Any thing you like*-^o it is but a 
song f and, according to his request, she 
Was going to begin, had not a scream of 
-*" Oh, she is fainting! carry her into 
the air,** made her desist from the attempts 

** Who's fainting ?•• said lady. Anne, 
nosing her glass, with the most (^neless 
air in the world. 

** I don't know," answered the jockey, 
m the same compassipnate tone; 'f son^ 

VOL. in. H 
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eh0> at tbb t^pet «Acl «f =)tifie 1^6otih f 
Situfy." ' 

'**'3v^ g» *d'S», will ybft ? -Ojftl^tiiM 
go and make inquiries, in a minufe'dlr 
tMTo," idiaed'l*dy 'Ant»e. 

"Oh, it is only- J^lifet AliiHefttfe;; 3^ 
ilWfty» feints notr, yon fcndW, %t "Wr^ 
parties : she is dying by ifidies," Isdid "fllfe 
jockey, returning. 

" dh-J tfrit^ aH," ftpeateA her fedyship, 
raielling 'dt'her fealtis. " tfpim liiy HW*d, 
I shall feint myself soon." 

" Oh no, wait till after sup|j£fr. 'Cbriit, 
ifey fair iheoghita, "^to hkzdrd ia ^inismble 
pun — no song, no srfpper." 

* Ydti Will ^^not tihma^^ttie'ftieh,** said 
the femalfe, * birft^iU |>^*ttnt nie'fo gh,Vs 
t'hive dnbth^r ferigagefiiefit to'fkWI?" 

*"'Pd<i i»y 86iil ycrti'^atf ^,'wWferiever 
ybU Kke, iiry6u*wiU biit'Mng! t^Bt^ 
rftigiiig," c6ijtJtfti*d' ^He'joak^y. 

"^T^o^'yoh^i*^." 

« You know I didr ari&HWi^iclikf's 
kio^sed 'ehridSftyih fiie i4iiisk%«&fer a 
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the further end <^ the room, fraught mdth 
the intelligence that Miss Amherste had 
REALLY fainted, and was very ill They 
were going to take her home immediate- 
ly, at her own request 

*' What a €ite«tiiopbe T said her lady^ 
ship, who seemed to consider it any thing 
but a oatastro^e ; ''these thii;)gs disturb 
the arrangemefrt of -our^balte more than a 
little. She will be quite well to-morrow ; 
I am sure it is nothing more than a Qom- 
moD fainting {fit. jBuI I must ^ ;" 4nd 
aiviay:she.inBnL _. . 

•f* Now4he«ong,^Vmdvthe jodkiey* tal^t 
ing!tfae raaakfbylthefarn)^ 

^' Y&sk skdl dMve il;")afi$wdr#d the nia^k, \ 
•*fbiit,;fltt the isame tioi^, rremdviber ypii^ 

ibe ffbmfc, (shejh0ii(^>irQm:th^ gt^s^i^^n 



I said, wheo t £rst saw thy fitce ; 
But how 800D did that suDbeam of pleasure depavc, > 
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** I behdd tbee all selfish tod cold as the wind. 
Which hlasts — which destroys Id an hour; • 

Nor leaves but a stalk as a remnant behind — 
As the wreck of some beautifol flower I 

** Oh, would thou hadst gathered some less favoured thing. 
More suited to thee and to thine I ^ 

Ofay would thou hadst felt it no pleasure to wring 
A hearty oh I so tender as mine ! 

^ Yet my lips cannot curse thee— I pity thy state; 

For gnih and foul shame must attend thee ; 
And my bosom disdains to add grief to a fate. 

Which sin in its agony sends thee l" 

No comments passed itpoa the song^ 
for, to an t^npenetrating observer, lord Tho- 
mas Fashionist was tying a knot in the 
lash of his whip, and the mask settling 
her veil; and, bad not supper been an- 
nounced, they might both have been in 
an embarrassed situation ; as it was, wiA- 
out testifying any compunction, he raised 
his hand to unveil imd unmask the mtogf 
nita. 

" Remember your promise," said the 
mask. 

^' My promises are as nothing in such 
cases as these, and I must see your face.'* 



y Google 



BEATRICE; 149 

^ It is one," said the mask, drawing 
back, •* wliich cannot fail to disturb you.** 

** This is all masquerade; I dare say 
you are very handsome, and only want to 
surprise the.** 

** How is your child ?" said the mask, 
abruptly; and testifying more eagerness 
in the anticipation of his reply than she 
had yet done, he seized her by the arm, 
and led her once more to her seat 

" You ask me strange questions,'' he said^ 
^ and as if you knew something relative 
to the early part of my life. Who are you ? 
How came you here? and why do you 
ask me these things ? they distress me.** 

** You mistake — they cannot distress 
you ; they cannot affect you. Oh no, you 
have there fallen into an error; you can- 
not feel, for you have ilo heart. But you 
have a child, which — but — I — I — wish to 
see again." 

•'Go on," said lord Thomas ; ** do not 
hesitate. You are sent from '* 

^ Yes," exclaimed the mask, anticipat- 
ing his words, '^ I do indeed come from 
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oiit^ who firmerly'kti^w you^> aod knew 
ywk before you; w««e the thing you liovf 
Wi^ lDlid]noi' tl^ serpent bite yoUt after 
tt bad peiidhed yow better feehng^k, and 
by bitter falsehoods wounded jQWfmei^?'^ 
, " Uttteaskr said lowl Thomft$> trem- 
fating in every limb^**" I nm^t see yoinr 
£tbe;." bffid. be iiidde a seeodad aitteDs^ to 
lake tb* covier frbito' her feitje. 

" Spare yoursttf*-«apace dm T $aid ^M^ 
^Uo trifmbUng^ 

1 /fV Ah^ that's rights" said lady Anne'# 
^Q<^^)^^ cpltiing up, '* umsask^ fiur supper 
i^ ready rtlaer^i 1 have unfast^ped the 
spring behind. — ^]^ow,airykird«le(; Ma banre 
a. f^sj^ for this ]ady baa beea mor9 scru* 
ip^^a t^hofi any one dse." 
. 4^ full ray of light streamed ^U upoo 
jthe eiHinteiiance of the ^^y^ in whose 
^]fi a|id altered face lord t^boipas^ with 
considerable agony, beheld bis^r^ wiFiV 
Jronif whom he had beenrwgusUif dvimoidl^ 

Both were silent^ till at last, Jeatinf 
farther je^cpos^re, she beokon€4.him to the 
doc^, tbrougli wbii^^h she inteq^ded to d0» 
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^»9t\Y» x^lajtive to. dijtvffbj^n^ yipu^ P^^f 
¥fh^ J om^ h^re-ri$. \TaH V^a^i fatile 
.9^i:^tY^; w^;^ ^ its owb punis^ynoenL 
tf»j*5tJs ^ I have t)eenacws^, ta yo^ 
^ t^lpe^ ffilber of my chil^^ y^h}(fh I $b«U 
see no ir^>^ I pwp sorap lay?; and when 
I })a^f Id you^ g^^ qnh^ding me or mine 
:TTr:wl^f n X ?aw; all arq^p^ ypi^ qheerful, and 
agg^eiatl^y filled with h^pinessT^I felt ii3U 
dignant I, innocent, a^ i^ilfuUy a^cused^ 
.^^14 ^ exclude^ frpm^ society in ^hich 
Kw^ reigj^^d. I have aj lypit^an's heart. 
J[ J^^ only o^e wish-— to see my chil^ ; 
^jfWl y.qu^ y^h^^^ a^ws^re now hpiW fetally 
i hjtyg^efl \yrppged„ will not refuse me 
tj^^s l^,t (^your ?'• 

" You forget^" s^id lord 'J'homas, at 
of^j^e 9pp^led by the appearance of a wo- 
man so fatally wronged, " vhat troubles^ 
^h^t ijl^^ens|p^s, m^y arise from my grant- 
ing t)i\\i C^yPMF •, W^ ^^ ^^^^^ ^^ ?' school; 
y^^ ^ag ^e^ heip^ If yPH )^^ill— she is in -: — - 
^via^^ ^he sooner ypi^ leavje this hous^ 
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^ Inhospitable enough T exclaimed a 
lazy domino, who was lingering in the 
antiroom, and heard his lordship*8 words. 
• " No matter,** said the lady, in a mas- 
querade voice; *^ I leave him to a fete 
^ven more cruel than my own — ^the bitter 
pangs of a tormenting conscience T 

" Heavens and earth ! what a philippic V 
said the lazy domino. ^ I have an im^ 
mense love for satire. Who are you? 
'Do let me see your face !** 

** Don't talk of seeing faces P* exclaim- 
ed a mask, running along with a goblet 
of water ; " there*is lady Anne Fashionist 
has fainted, though I heard her particu* 
larly requested not to do so till after sup- 
per. Every body is in commotion ; and 
no one knows how to act.** 

*' Yes; but I must see this lady*s fece," 
said the first mask. 

" Indeed but you will not,** exclaimed 
the other mask ; ^' for you will oblige me 
by taking this goblet to lady Anne, whilst 
I hunt up lord Thomas;" and whilst the 
two masks were battling it out to knoit 
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who should be cupbearer to lady Anne, the 
ibmde niask disappeared; and lord Tho- 
mas,* abandoning his jockey suit, appeared 
in the supper-room in jAmn clothes. 

*^ Dear me, what a long fidnting fit of 
lady Alice's r he he«rd on6 lady say to 
another; ** but no wonder — only think of 
the impertinent creature daring to come ! 
Lord Thomas's first wife — a divorcee r 

'^ Ah P said, anoflier, .^^ how dare she 
pcesent herself heite ?*• 

^ fFAa present herself? Pray let us 
into the secret will you?^ advanced a 
third; and the finrt; speaker elucidated the 
mystery, by saying^-*'^ That lord Thomas 
married a beautifid woman — ^was one of 
ibe tenderest^ fiutbful (i ^ unkind and un-^ 
&ithfiil) df. husb$nds — iiUowed her every 
latitude of purse and: esiLtravagance, till at 
last die made i false step with a fiiend of 
\m\ it least, circumstantiBal evidence con- 
victed lier of the crime; and a divcnree 
took 'plate. ILi<»d Thomas. married a^in 
a lady of largd fi»f one, and the thing w^s 
flettiedJ" . 

h3 
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^t^rbnt: lord TbcMMAS nlanied hife &dt 
'Wlib because sb« was the nge^ bbA every 
one sdd she iMold be a prifie: he i;nis 
not ^t all sorry to paik with faer^ titcause 
<lte *was tired !of faert that she Ind bnh 
im^iiidenti was a«hnitted 4wen hy\uitBd£i ^ 
bat she was :&r fimli gu3ty ; It friend^ in 
whotki Bhe had ]^laced 'CDBoderable confi- 
dence^ betrayed .WMbe ietten, ^hi6h cer* 
tainly seemed to contain liiMqftiivteal ««- 
^ ^re^oHs of guilt 1 the tuatiy appearatices 
•^g^^Mt bet shaded ^ tiM^ toid she Iras 
^fv^^^a^i Atittk^^iM tihf^ti^efeltttMist 
MMiUy Ih tb« ^y^rcC tb^ ^^voi^ldi theiie- 
t^o^MI^ became m tlkgidt ^^cooIUmb^ «Hd 
M6Mit6^^» itt4^i«tlidti lif^tyoi-oMitflls^ 
jfMidn', «heft)ttiie^ltt(ilfiirtiotil»ft3rim6^ 
and yet did not teerlt it 

Tbefte te mthirig «6 ^biivwnt to lUe 

i^eling^ ^ human «atore al4faeiighli4>f 

aft ad^lttress; and tile «Unie H^f UJime 

' «f 4^4 ttiait vile and delotable in 4he (tab- 

« l«t-^ creates distmolkm m ikm&tH^um- 

vers the dear and social ties of 
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«S«? inewafe, to 1^^ pje (>f the frg^ 

. h^y 4jMie F9«bipni#l^ hfd jiii>t fmS 

Mr prqftcir to MvH ; .wlwn th^ t^liefi wm 
n«My &Ik it t^fli. .bQ»*me 00 iniMf^eo^ 
sable duty to do so ; tbaue.tycte «}bi« 4i9» 
)ig}i|^il fafaittx. at ban4 A» Mp^ io, hy 

every one at the tftUe tit sitduch she iNei 
^aAfHUid iRB# BarnM put. 

iiflrd SDbomas fteard die. had &inf)id» 
but 9fr«tasm thing ao pMwnoi^ Iw^djiiaft 
find it had any peculiar effect upon him; 
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lie' therefore ate bis supper very oonrpo* 
seidly, drank his claret as usual, arid walte- 
ed with the honourable Mrs. V after it. 

The " affair" of the ddeoant lady Fa- 
^ionistis making her appearance at the 
masquerade was a nine days' wonder, and 
then it passed away, as if nothing of the 
kind had ever taken place. Lord Thomas 
was perfectly dnmb on the subject ; and 
lady Anne had just sense enough to hoM 
her peaee. The ' story was exaggerated^ 
dtminidhed, glossed over, or added to, just 
as suited the convenience or disposition 
of the 'Speaker ; and at last, had lord Tho- 
mas heard it, he would have been at a loss 
tb disseminate the truth of the report 
from the falsehood. 

'' c'^Pon my soul, I hear that pretty girl, 
Juliet Amherste, is dying ! Is it true ?** 
$$dda^ gentleman to lord Thomas; ^iot I 
fiMcy you mv4t know.'* 

'' Ask my wife ; she sait ika% mornings" 
shfd lord Thonms; *' but I don't know 
What answ^ caa^i or, if you have no 
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better engagement; oomewitfi me t6 Tat- 
tersairs,'' 

« Ah, I don't care if I do * said the 
gentleman, and off they went: before^ 
however, they reached TattersalPs, asiother 
of the masquerade party oame up, saying 
--<-*' Fashionist, here, I want three wordi 
with you. I fan^ I am on the wrong 
nde c^ a hundred guineas. It Miss Am- 
herste dead ? I betted ou her life" 

♦* How should I know ? Ask my wife,** 
ffidaimed his lovdship again, ^ for she 
seat this morning. If you betted the 
would live, I faney you are gone.'' 

'' I betted she would live a fortnight,'? 
said the gentleman. 

*^ Did you ? Farewell toyour huhdted 
tfien! €ome,joinus toTattersdTs; you 
understand horses, and I. run three at 
Newtliaiiket, Epsom, andSwantou raocfsL 
My devil of a groom, the other day, made 
a desppnrte— — " . \> 

"^ You can't teH me then if Miss Anit 
h^te be alive?*? infterrupted tbe<speakeh 
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she is gone time enough." 

A fer p«tps ftirtl^r bpw^t tli^Ri lull 
Wf6H Mr. ITftallmen W a 'yery fy^ boiijse; 

Mr. ^»u)Ji»er ftopp$ft f^ ^4 VI ^ 
tb«» x^ inquiry* Te^4!i%3?nf few the 
^e hettot^ and t;faie mmt ffiaq of ^s^i^q^i^, 
he ksiced, bow. Mils 4^it)l»^^/^a§, ^ 
mentiOiMd ias Im^tiift iheMml^^^' 
^ ^Mf^ wife sent tins rti$itiJi9gt yxH}{uust 
aA **>-,* s^dioid Tbomis. '• ^mf^ftm* 
wfaemjdld fyou fuet that ^nehor^e ? ^fir^ 
saw a ct'eHtune .better p<ji| jbqg^tjb^ i|i fj^ 

Mr. Faulkner gBive itm kk^fxsy^ fl04 
todfeio^mdiflily ta iady Anne'f boiuse. 
J J^erliH^tsUp wasfcede^^EOMagd i)<4 m 
km ''•at. heme," buthmwi^ it wm Mf* 
i^udknsn !^icb«^pd liqr jiviMt».«mi 94'- 
BliittB4 .Uni. 'He 'ft^nnd Js^ in . h« .bf>^ 
doir, making antique jars, iq^MuaaB% vkk 
tfaeHitaioat unoanktefii^ mdhmSmtJivei- 
tioii ^as^^ AaatyaUL fijir jthe, Gtoi^^ 
to-night ? All the world is to be thei? f 
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h^g^ed to knotr whettinfbrttiiiatedftil^ 
stance preVentiM hikii> 

^ IfotMng bM my dwh Will," he mUL 
*^ Your own ^Sif^ tttt4 iiie Was pro- 
^^oiB^itig to lauj^h a* bitn, f6t ^afosteg lah 
ititil:btion to the Crpwtey^, ^ lA poo^ 
in the world, wbcA he torched «i|xni ike 
illness of Miss Amfaet^ta *^ Ah^ the% 
i^ersr ifii aK kte iiiteii ^done tbat oould be 
done ) isaH} ;tf ^ ^roidd ke^ ber spitils 
tt|^.u4Mit Vlmt tho w^^t d^a-^e ibigbt te 
better. I aupp«eit is tk<mt (xji&tiak&d 
dorimei; §oi the pbjrIieiiiQS shhkfe ^bek 
heads ; tand tnjr skrtef toys, /4it(^ad Ju- 
liiEJt tb n^y )|itafef^ikbrad!i balli and kiUed 
her. I ^vmik, it is IMie, ^ahd insisied xta 
bw tttpnk)^ biit it tvea^ <att for her 91m 
aiiftissenientand ^ood/* v 

Mr. Faulkneii liad sodie ^o^bts as tt> 
«he inMiVeb Wbieh bald ptiB^ia^^ lady 
AfRUe «o .be m mriiMmBsih atk^g her 
niece to be of the party ; he h^td Indeed^ 
yAmt "ifis «# more ithan.Ki^ trttt^ that 
li% jAnae wmt«p)to tibe^sd&i ^en ^fiMiib, 
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JMBss Ambcnte lay^ and diedared, in rery 
^iOgry terma—*' She iv^oukl n^vcr forgive 
her, if she disappointed her;" that Mii9s 
.AlD^rste pleaded illness as an excuse^ 
wb^ch her ladyship refused to admit ; and 
.tibat at last she said, in a tone which Miss 
Amh^rste knew was peremptory — " If you 
refuse to come this time, I will never put 
you to the test again !" 

She arose, dressed hersdf in :the habili- 

meqts of Bifc, with every appeutmoe of 

iUness in her countaiance aod feelii^; 

andf to please lady Anne, might have, in 

^probability^ hastened her di^olution. 

-^ "Pray do you know,** said lady Anne, 

:*• a Miss WydierLyt--Beatrice Wycheiiy ? 

Jufiet has bad a letter from, her, quite urn 

enpeeted, I ftnqr, /and ^she is so pleased; 

the only thing that has given her real 

plea^use' ^iilce she^\^a$^ ill" 

/ "^ lNi>«pj>r mA Mr.JB'aulkp^, with a 

;n^3niaa[ta]fy revulsiQn of feeling he could 

iipt^ntroL : ' 

:: irX^- J?itiy;isiit IfeiMiis Wycherly 

. ;!9iHQin thp: Coxes afe']iiticmteiwilh->-;tbe 
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one who writes ? Why does not she oome 
to town? Who are the Wycherlys ? any 
body's ? Oh ! by the bye, have you seen 
Maturin's last? or don't you look into a 
book, except to fidl asleep over it, as 
Fasbionist does ? Fashionist was thirty- 
dgbt yesterday. Of course he is gone to 
take soda-water with some of his chums.* 

" Pray,** said Mr. Faulkner, with C(m- 
siderable feeling and steadiness, ^' do you 
apprehend Miss Amherste really to be in 
danger?" 

" Yes. Though I dont know either; 
she is better one day, and worse the next 
Somebody hare, the other day, betted <m 
her life.'' 

*^ And Beatrice has writtai to her," ad- 
vanced Mr. Faulkner, '* has she not ?" 

♦• Oh ! you know this Miss Wycherly, 
I see !-*Yes ; a folio : positively, I never 
saw such a letter. You were not named 
in it, I believe," she added, smiling. 

^ Oh no, I did not imagine such an ho- 
maat^ he replied, with some pain; and 
lie relapsed into idlence, which was brc^en 
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y.i?%, i .^»fapt to, s^ bpR~-^b^. will knp^ 
Jtb?) r^\'. Coipe tMs ip^, ^,^ I w^l\ shew 
jr^^jj ^ mo^ ,c)C it;" w* WI?Wg »4<iot, 
,t<e.>^fV#*^ ft fa?f<^l r99nfv. ijiflwf^ ^ 
then, he had never been in. Sg(EM|i fjy|^ 
;%J|^ 4mvi9g^, ap4«ffl»fl ^tt^ in. the 

" The- last she will, in all prob^t^^^^, 
4jfffe ftjmwpt," lbft>\gfet ^R, ^ij}fejie», as 
he to§k P9e of tbelaA4§ffiB^ up j ^^4 ^ 

.i*».i*p frail king v^Qft^ b^i^:^?^ ^*^ 

•Jb» Jiqes, iwqw^d tra^^ fia ng^ne^fl^eil 
MW^ t^ WP^ 9fiTO88 h^a nointl. ; 

" AU ^bfls^ >^mnings Cifl^tt^ a^ tP 
tbpV Mi?« Wycberly," .ss»i4 l»ef J^^jsWp. 
:"-JuH?^ cqHl4, pflt p^04^pe joq^ tQ |^^ 
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Wkiky^ how alpsurd it. aMtoii( mri thote 
^nutriiigs«*-*«*^Wbajb jhmi vrisk for aim pei^ 
baps ? but you had beMn have ene that 
isfioJisbed." 

^fif. Faulkner had ratter bai/ie one of 
theme than anj odieii he said ; and lady 
Anne indulged faia *^ whim^'* aa she caitted 
it, shewed him the model of the V toctdan 
eMhe^ and tlMn let hinv go* 

liidy AmhcMte*S$ garden ims iofiiBedi^ 
9iafy benmd^i Mv^ Boresfordfa win^Qwa; 
aaiid Mr. Ftiulknavi after umm ttoe^^tt 
Bjpent iki Qotavenatton: wUh Mix Bet-eifiirfk 
imm his ^t»lr ia tbf winda\!\^;^ Dndw tlt^ 
impl-es^iaQ oi aetu^p Mi99 Arr^erstf^A t(^ 
^Uy taasing tibe aMr< Mm r0g$94i^ ludy 
Amherste's house with close attenljptw 
and tit hiU ^S <^ «tetoi«s ^f «wq window 
iring let dowi>, he aj^jpr^heftle^ tbiiit ^ww 
1M apartment inhidiitfid bgr th^ lpv«Ud» 

He.Woold hwei.fftvm * grwt deal, to 
hi^ne bad k Sevt momenta cwy^iw^kvi 
ivith lier : independent c^ the ulteFcskt ei& 
4dted fay hearing jklw had had « klttr j^Dtt 
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Bei^ce, he felt b painful share of curiosi' 
ty respecting her situiation. All he di»- 
eovered, vfas an unusual gloom in lady 
Amherste's house; no harp-— no voioe— * 
no singing — no dancing — no company; 
and he made the remark to one of the 
Miss Beresfords, who chanced to be near 
Mm at the time his ideas fell upon thtf 
sutgect 

*< Every thing in the house has be^i 
iihusually still to^ay," said Miss Beres- 
ford ; " we therefore apprehaid Miss Am- 
herste is worse. There has been a diffe- 
rence between our families, therefore we 
do not speak. — ^But surely there is some 
person at Miss Amherste's window. I am 
Qear sighted, and cannot distinguish who 
itis.^ 

" It is she r exclaimed Mr. Faulknw, 
getting quickly up from his seat ** I won- 
der whether she can see us ;'' and another 
minute convinced him she could. She 
was supported on one side by her mother i 
on the other by a young lady : she was 
sadly changed— strangely altered; and a 
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hair's l>readth alone seemed between ber 
and death. 

" I will bow,** said Mr. Faulkner; and 
as he did so. Miss Beresford saw his coun- 
tenance change ; but more so, when she 
saw Miss Amherste return it, by kissing 
her hands, and th^i dasping them to» 
gether, as much as to say — ** I shall never 
see you again. Farewell!" They led 
ber from the place, and the curtain was 
let fall ; and Miss Beresford observed for 
some moments his eyes were fixed upon 
the vacant window, with an expression 
which it melted her to see. 

He felt that curtain had parted them 
for ever; and as he returned home, he left 
the little drawing she had done, at a shop, 
desiring it to be glazed and framed, as well 
as it was possible to be done. In the 
evening be sent his servant to lady Am- 
herste's to hear how her daughter was; 
she was then, he heard, comfortably asleep t 
the next day he went himself, and fbund 
she was destined to siw^ake from that sleep 
no mere! 
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XiADYAnne lEad^iottist M?» jiast jittiBg 
down to tB-eak&fit, at)half-pa8t*ha«Q;^«lHi5 
tirfaen a note loame from lady Amherste^ 
to request bchr hniaediate piidsenoQ^ kif 
dituj^ter having Ju^teofpired'! 

We will apare the ^i»ad€tr the anQtml 
reproiffibes whiah passed wlian itiwy Amii 
we will not likewise tlin^r oh ^he ipoxbp 
whith followed the .poor yotong i4rei*ure 
to the grave ; ^nd that proved tsuAher 
smttee of aeriouls disqiuiet to rlady iAm* 
bei7ste» when, 'dn looking into 4mr44i^^ 
tekfs fdesk, aibw >daya after the foner^ on 
a^itaiaU slip of |iaper «b^rfoiuid the icUov^ 
ing wtHii8^3-^*^ BQar>iii0thfr^!]et)my'fiHie* 
nlAskiprivater aadloa^lsfriaH^pflwel/wrta 
ft6&K^ another 8l^ of[{M^n oontnini^g^ 
ivqbest thiit It ^might ib& .forwMd^ ttt 
Beatrice Wycherly. On the openHtg '<^ 
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idht pKteX, It Wt(6 ^m& Mb <iMiAh heir 

^jM tvmch '^d kifiaikm, \vifh a vmst, 

short and im^Wfectiy Written ; tat ttife 
nioSt cdrrfedt ifpfetle touM -hot hravfe teen 
valded '*»'ith mmie 'eai'e tfen'wbs 'that'schaWV 
by her Who VecedVed it 

I^ady AnAtfrale, 'bereft idffeer<JhiMr«Wd 
taffy Ateih^rtl^,%ith a biedutififl daughtel-, 
Kbe to^ 'itfld ^^Mitisifioti bf the %(#]a 
(haut^m), We^e'tWdSiery'&fffehsrit'bdii^; 
Ihihe chafracter'df a rridfher, Shfeliad tin- 
doubtedly been neglectfol, yetw^rffHl; 
sheliad^eeh dir^ril of 'the ftitui* "estkb- 
U^ts(^l%er^t^bt^ might tndk&i^4<ahs 
fhl df W ^bcohl^li^lvrtletlts ttna 'bi^aiPfy; 
batlidd^ntiKely laid aside ell thoU^fs 6!f 
iteipr6Vli% hfcrTprinbi{)les*tha«iina. ^k 
ftWd itoHWnk she ^d ddne h^ fltity, 1)^ 
etlgag!i% toad!em^]^sdll& tb'sdti^rfti^d^lhe 
e^ttatibfa'of^iiMa; -but fit «he ikme'tiftfe 
^Ifelt 1*ie ^di-dfe-ifthfe ladyWho^hti^ *fe^ 

a considerable di^ Vbdbk oh ^hfe = l!how|Ht •* 
Ifttty wei*iii^'Mted«^iJd!e clah'*6^nn- 
tthd ihfe'sbifjfefffikal fii«t"of^tWtfeati«^%' 
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your daugbter, lady Amherste; but as to 
principles, religious and nuNxd, why die 
is there dreadfully defident." 

^* Principles, religious and moral!** lady 
Amberste bad not givan tbem a tbougbt 
Mademoiselle played tbe barp, knew lan-^ 
guag^, could draw, sing, was a waltzer, 
an elocutionist, made a graceful courtesy, 
and finally, was perfectly compet^it to 
complete an education but indifferently 
began, as to ks graces ; furtber than them 
she knew nothing. 

When the dying film was gradually 
dimming the eyes of Juliet Amberste, and^ 
there was none at hand to help to cheer—- 
t^ compose a soul quivering into eternity, 
she desired Beatrice's letter to be read to 
her, even more than once: the contents 
were soothing to the distempered mind, 
and with healing power seemed to.smooth 
the dark vista of the tomb. — " If I bad 
been like her,'' she constantly repeated, 
** I should not fear to die.'* 

" To die !'* sai^lady Amberste—'* you 
are not dying, Juliet. By the bye^ you 
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mast get well, for the Mordants are think- 
ing about a ball, and you must go ^ 

•* I must go^ said the feded girl, " where 
no one will accompany me; and you, dear 
mother, if you could spare time sometimes 
for prayer (forgive my words), you will 
die happier when the time— rthe awful 
time arrives. Oh, what would I give to 
go back— -to recall a few ye^rs of my shwt 
life ! — but that is impossible.'' 

" You think too seriously of these 
things,** said lady Anne Fashionist ; " you 
are a suicide with sombre thoughts, and 
must be cured of them, by balls, operas, 
and plays, instead of medicines, which, I 
am convinced, do you no good. You 
shall go with me to Cantley ; and we will 
have fishing-rods, and be the same gay 
beings we were last summer. — Pray, lady 
AoUierrte, who is this- Beatrice Wycherly 
Juliet is so fond of?" added lady Anne, 
in a low tone of voice. 

'* An odd, strange, dull, incompreben- 
aWe girl," said her ladyship : " I wc^ider 
Jidiet should ever fancy l^r." 

VOL. III. I 
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" Pray, my dear niece,^ said lady Aiuie, 
with a slight elevation of voice, *' do you 
know • le GarfOfir Votage V you must learn 
it when you get better. Anastatia Ray- 
ner sings it sweetly : she really promises 
to take this next winter. Who would have 
thought she could ever be at all tolerable? 

Oh ! that vile brother of hers But hark I 

what is that — your repeater? It is high 
time I took my departure ; for the Craw- 
leys^ ball is to-night Oh« how I do des- 
pise these things ! FarewdU, ma petite---^ 
au revoir r 

" Will she leave me thus,** thought 
Miss Amherste, ^* when I feel I am near 
death? and is it so imperceptible to aU 
about me ? — Dear aunt,** and she spoke 
in low l»roken accents, " do not I look 
ill? Take my hand; for if we should 

never meet again "" and bitter tears 

spoke the rest 

" If we should never meet again I Now 
really, Juliet," said lady Anne^ forcing a 
smil^ ^' that is so odd, when you are only 
ill from fatigue aod exhaustioi;!. My dear 
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girl, you give yourself the horrors, and 
me the vapours. I must rouge deep to- 
night" 

** When people die, they feel an oppres- 
sion here, don't they ?" said Miss Am- 
herste, putting her hands on her chest 

** No ; oh no ! and dying people never 
look like you. But come, I have half an 
hour left for you yet You see what an 
indulgent aunt I am." 

A thundering rap at the door roused 
lady Anne firom a momentary reverie; 
and protesting she was '' not fit to be 
seen," being en d^shabilld, she hurried into 
her carriage — hurried on her clothes when 
she arrived at home — and then dashed off 
to the Crawleys. 

On her way from the ball, she ordered 
some of " her people" to ask at lady Am- 
berste's how Miss Amherste was. She 
was not perfectly satisfied with the ac- 
count she received; she therefore, as her. 
sister was up, just hastened to the invalid's 
room, saw a fine colour mantling in the 
cheek, whidh tiU then had been so deathly 
i2 
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pale, arid the thin figure resting in com-' 
posed sleep.— i'^ She will live yet/' were 
the last words she addressed to lady Am* 
herste ; and ^hat is so delusive as hope, 
more especially to those who argue slb they 
wish? Lady Aniherste next day found 
how ftitally iShe had deceived hersSelf — for 
Jtiliet woke no more. 

It was on the morning of Miss Am- 
herste's funeral, Mr. Faulkner, partly ta 
avoid seeing, or being iseen, hurned away 
frorfi the street through which it was^ pass- 
ing, when Miss Beresford met hitn.-*- 
" So,** safd she;'^ there go the last remains 
of that beautiful girl. They bury h» at 
A^hfbrtl, Ihear." 

Mr. Faulkner kept his eyes obstinately 
bCTit from the pomp, the mutes, the mourn- 
ing coaches, and* the hearse ; arid, with- 
out perceiving Miss Beresford's attempts 
at displaying her rich 4iair, in* lovely ring- 
lets, he erideavour^ to make his escape. ' 
But Miss Bereslford, ^hote vanity swal- 
lowed up; her good sense, eouM not help 
remitf^ng how ^^aeriotti^ he kxiked/' when ' 



y Google 



i^veryj bocfy* wter on tbe tapis foe the hop^ 
nourable Mr. C— 's d^eAn^. 
; ** I do not majfi^ one at ity'^lMl repliid. 
. ** But j!ot»:»ster will.?** 

" Oh w>;* wditho dry manner in which 
be spoke p^nde Miss Betesfovd rather 
^9rply say^^fr^' But 3»ou. promised to gc; 
and promises frora onis who is neputed ao 
auicere^ ought not to he brdb^^n.'' 
- •* J Bewi? pr^MBised^; and-if I bad, aUs^ 
gettier I dontot ikmk) I should have held 
them :SjEU9^ *»i for my siatar wa$i married 
idHbi> numiktg». itot anj old beau^ o€ yours; 
amLtfaeday of Mn C-r-'^^'s d^ednd is tbe 
one an v^icb I pidmisedito meet/ldie new 
married paired; CJwani^'* 

"Att/ddjbeaudfrmhe! Who pray ?** 
and with tiii» oaoi^iinoonacious air in the 
worlds Mr. Faulkner replied**-^ Colonel 
Harvey, of the Ouards;^^ 

The veryinai!i> Miss Beresfinrdv to use 
polite slang,; ''had bean* trying for fon^ 
Jrears*" jContending. enotions ^i^peared 
in h^ face and manner^ ;r various things 
lose up id judgttient againsfc her; and^ 
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with a cool voice, she wished tiiem very 
happy. 

Mr. Faulkner walked on; and Miss 
Beresford could only do the same, won- 
dering, at the same time, how colond. 
Harvey could marry a woman whose hair 
was inclinable to be aubum^that was^ 
in Miss Beresford^s imagination, redy^ 
how often had she heard him express his 
dislike of it — and particularly of tall wo- 
men \ Miss Faulkner was tall, and had 
auburn hair; what could he see in her? 
She was not a good temper, for she (»ice 
But no matt^ she was married-— to 
the very man too who had frequently 
ridiculed her person^ and laughed at her 
manners; and Miss Bere^Drd had every 
reason to imagine a dead set at Mr. Faulk* 
ner would be of no avail : the man's heart 
was stone — flint stone ; nay, worse, for that 
W€bs porous. Not an opinion did he ex- 
press, but she agreed in it — not a flower^ 
a face, a picture, did he approve, but she 
admired aba; what he liked she Uked; 
but all would hot do— ^the heart remained 
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untouched, and firm as a rock, which the 
waves, the storms, the tempests of the 
siege, did not for a moment disturb. 

Mr. Faulkner intended leaving town 
early in the spring ; for, independent of a 
natural love for the country, there were 
some alterations he had in contemplation 
at the Lodge ; and he by no means was 
settled in his mind ; for though the storms 
irf love, after their vigour is past, may be 
mipposed to leave the heart at rest, he 
found, though Beatrice had rejected him^ 
he could not easily forget her. It is true, 
the keenness of the disappointment had 
passed by, but th^^ yet remained too 
dangerous a sort of preference for him to 
venture into her presence. He made up 
his mind to visit the Wycherlys no more 
than common courtesy might need ; and 
he thought even in his calls she might 
not be presait; she was so much engaged 
always, and had no time for superfluous 
politeness. He had always found her 
employed— msefully if not altogether in 
l^romoting accomplishments alone; and 
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he knew^ if once shethm^t it gave him 
a momait's uBeasmess to see her» she 
would not even put him to the te$|;. 

He was actually, in his im^ination, 
framing the first call at Brqndale^ fancying 
the presence of countenance in Mrs, Wy- 
cherly, and the sweet softness of Su$aTi> 
added to the frank, sincerci solid manners 
of Beatrice; he was, in imagination^ fonxi- 
ing what he should say, \fl^n Jady ^^xor 
herste's own footman u^i^^uptef^ his t^t 
yerie, by a messnge to the parporfrr-*- Tk^t 
his lady wished to ste Mr. Faulkner im^ 
mediately^'' . . , , ... ^ 

'' I am i^rcy liamparikulMrlu^&^gP^'''^ 
said Mr. Faulkner, :atdpptng. *, , 

'' Lady Amheirste .wished to 9m Imsi 
por^ict^lor/j^," the man" said ag^it.. \ . 

Mr. Faulkher wouki be with lady Anl*' 
heriite in an hour, he implied, arid hehiirT 
ried to his bookseller^s, whaie he.had!pra«> 
mised to meet a friend,! determined to be 
with her as quickly us |K)$s|ble;. but what 
was. his dismay, in once ajgaiaencoubters 
ing the incorrigible Miss Beresford ! 
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^h ! piay fadprae to s^ect some books," 
«fae mA, bddkig' hhn a caMlogue: ^ I 
cut depend on your judgment, t \vMt 
some £iraipreset]t,.«ndl fanrenodiscre- 
tiott that way/*. i 

** Nor any othet way^** Mn Faulkner 
thoqght; but bew^s oontent tx> nm his 
eyi^ over the list she li^ bun, pourpussef 
It Urns, tiM his^ fiicnd Aoukl bome ; Miss 
Beresford^at the same tkne, holding her 
f^Lass, to see whose equipage it was stop* 
pin^ at the door. / 

^ Lady Ambersle's, poaitiyety !" < 

" Yea, ma'aiBy ber kdyiship is calling 
fiir some books/' said one of the young 
men who was attending in the dicfp ; ^ she 
chose some yesterd^; and the youi^ 
lady with her too.** 

^ Some compaoiont'' tbougH and* said 
Miss Bekesfitfd to Mr. FauUuier, aa she 
directed hisattentioii to a female^iin deep 
BKKiniing, and: at the a«ne mDoment look^ 
ed inquisitively through her glass. ^Some 
dependent, midcnibtedly ; just th^ figure, 
the manners of a humble friend."^ 
i8 
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The young lady was then some way in 
the shop, and so intently engaged in giT*:- 
ing directions concerning some books of 
lady Amberrte\ that she did not heed 
either Mr. Faulkner or his companion. 

The gentleness of the voice, with the 
thinness of the figure, commanded respect^ 
fi>r it was evidently m^ the cringing ser- 
vility of a humble friend^t was rather 
the effects of a sympathizing mind ; and 
Mr. Faulkner moved away from thQ 
young lady, because he feared Miss Beres^ 
ford*s remarks might be heard. 

** We will certainly have them done» 
ma'am,'* said the booksella*, in reply ta 
what the young lady had said. *' These 
are for yoursdf-^may I inquire your 
name, ma'am T* 

'^ Oh yes ;" and the young lady gave it» 
but in so low a tone^ Miss Baresford, who 
was dying to know it, promised to give 
up thCighost, for she found it was impoa- 
siUe to dkcoyer U* 

^^ At lady Amberste's^ ma'am ?^ saidlho 
bookseller.agpan« . 
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Yes. Have the goodness to siend 
liiem as early as possible — we leave town 
the day after to-morrow;'* «Eid, turning 
^vmj from the counter, she was leaving 
the shop. 

" We leave town ! Oh I I am sure she 
is some humble friend,'' said Miss Beres- 
ford. 

« If she is, I pity her," thought Mr, 
Faulkner ; '* for, to a feeling mind, a sense 
of dependence is indeed distressing." 

*' Here is a beautiful book of botanical 
ibwers !" exclaimed Miss Beresford ; •* do 
lock at th^e lovely engravings, you who 
are so fond of flowers too." She added, 
lowering her tone, ** That Miss, whoever 
die is, is not at all pretty. You need 
not peep under the dark veil— it hides 
nothing worth seeing;" and, for the first 
time in her life, she saw Mr. Faulkner 
turn upon her a look of displeasure. 

** There was a copy," he said, ^ which 
I used to write sk school, and for which I 
remember I was once severely flogged*— 
perhaps that not a little tended to deepen 
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• 

it m my remSemfaranct— ^^yet it is «>. jiist I 
inu9t repeat it — ^ Beauty is hut ddn defq|i ;' 
and 'if Qitiber Misa Berdsford or.myadf 
were dii^xised to be sentimetitaA^ we roigkt 
add— . 

• f rust not to beanty , • thdugh 'tir fWiri- 
Trust not the gracefbl winnmg *it ; . 
But heed that brilliance of the mind, 
. Which Wisdom can but love to find^'^ 

'^ Those are exoeUenit.Uhes/! aaidiM^ 
Beresfbrd, under k mbixlfflltary eoi^nsibh ; 
" your own, I suppose?" . 

M^y Owa ! oh, W> f AUbdiMB. Faulted 
hastomd for\mtdB,XQ pi^k tip a ^talqgu^ 
tvhidb the young lady in mownin^ bad 
1^ &11 1 m doing td; thjeiv faoeBi o£ Hauf^ 
becani!^ (^pQidte each other?8;i aiid, to his 
infimte surpri^ he beheld. Bsatrjcx 

WyCHE^tyJ > V :;. . . ;. ,; ' ' ^n' 

"How.irill ^9^, m^^ xne?'\ tboygbt 
Beatrice, turtiiag pal0. ;. t ' u jii rnj - 

" How will *e, ro€»ti;fiwroW*; like- 
Wi^ the sul:^ (tf .Mr* F;aii&iierfs i»agl 
nation : bnt be J^^ sqwce^jr tifti^. fwojtttt* 
idea, when she pres^ted him her hioAj 
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whldi he lirm not di^l^aied to find tttoi- 
Uedinhis. 

Miss Berefifixd trudied fxwmSi i& be 
introdnced ; but Mr. FanlkBar kao so en- 
^iged iif'eonveiyiitioii widi Besttrioev lie 
haxl Inmost forgotten such a hkmg 'was in 
existence : he was leadhig ber back to 
Bmndal^^^to the inha^tants^to'SusaYi — 
to her brother; and so ttniqh had tb^ 
meeting between them taEen up hik 
thoiight^ be Wss on fhb ever.^f aikirig'fbr 
one of whom Beatriee bauld giVe no irifbvs^ 
mation — one of whom her stbitirig tears 
wam6d himi iM>t taiiiiqjipave-i^Ann^ now 
iio longaf ih ^is wc»^; ' ' ; 

A jNifiBe elided/ |3r Mn Fdiilkrier hbd 
not tfaeihcfart t9. begiri a diiG^renjk tbeme} 
wlabbBnttied wai? eridcavourttig to stnq;^ 
^againsfc the -reteUii^lioii of whdt had 
passed sinoei4k^ met} wd hew^s deif 
to all Miss B^^esfbivl's entceaties of («sh 
sisted by a tOueh on the .ngm)^^Vtky 
introduce me. Wht> k it? ' Some Wend 
of yours, I see-^^ iDtvoduee me." 

He shook his head, as much as to say. 



y Google 



lOil BEATRICE. 

^ Do not ask me;** and then led Beatrice 
to the carriage door. 

'' Who is that lady ?" said Miss Beres- 
ibrd^ on hia return. '* If she were not a 
fiiend of yours, I should say she was im- 
mensely plain — ^lady Amherste*s compa- 
nion, is not she ?" 

"Lady Amherste'syH^nc?,'' he replied; 
'* one of pooc Miss Amherste's sincere 
friends also." 

" Oh ! pray is it that Miss Wycherly ?'* 
«tid Miss Beresford, superciliously. 

** It is,** he anfitwered. 

" Ohi you nught have introduced me; 
one likes to know people of talent; and 
when I said she was plain (for no woman 
can be pretty with a tumed^up nose), I 
was going to remark she had scxnethmg 
sensible and interesting in her countenance; 
the one who writes. What a pity you 
did not introduce me ! They are people 
without fortune, I believe?'' 

** Yes— entirely so.** 

** Any of them pretty ?** 
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^ One beautifuL This Beatrice is the 
plainest of the family/' he advanced. 

^ And the beautiful one ?*• 

^ Is not so clever, or so sennUe as this. 
Tbey are a worthy family, and a &mily I 
much admire.** 

** Oh ho r said Miss Baresford, laughing, 
•• vatre tree humble serviteur/" 

Mr. FauIkner^s steady manners did not 
permit much raillery on that subject ; and 
Miss Beresford foond, or rather thought 
she found, there was no danger in the Wy- 
dierlys. He had said one was beautiful-* 
but at the same time acknowledged she 
was not so sensible, or so clever as Bea- 
trice; and as for her, she had no fear in 
that quarter; she was too plain — had no 
style — ^nothing in her manners to attract. 

As for the solid qualities of the mind and 
heart, they were things she did not at- 
tend to : but Mr. Faulkner was of a difie* 
rent persuasicHi; he was not dazzled by a 
liravura, or a fine harp lesson^ played with 
white hands; noi* did he yield to the 
charms of any woman, till he thought the 
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mnA WB$ w3Mv0t^ and piwe : Mi9S Am- 
herst^ bad made biw &t^y liiiiaiMfid)»^ 
dently cautiotif$--£br» otice.dto^Ved^ n. man 
looks at tbie tee before h^ trurts it again ; 
and Mr, Fftulko^r feU it bad been a lessbtt 
of experience and sorrow, wbkb.he knew 
be $boul4,f)ever fof^t* 

" Oh, this.is the fcarww? Miss Wycbpr* 
ly^tb^nr S9^ Miss Ber€sfffl*di with, an 
eS(pre^$ioA wlac^ at Qfiee divj^^d hefr s^i* 
titnents in a moment to h^ iXHQpanioD. 
f^ A blue stocking I suppose. Ob ! I aOi 
hailf glad you. did n6t inti^iiee jne i I 
should baVe be<^ bdif afraid to open mf 
lips bi^ore b^v.'' . ^ 

'^ Ypune^not bp^e feared bar; Hke 
all .those wbQ appredate knowledge, die 
is €m\j the naore bumbte— bufcMi»Ber(» 
^Qord is.laugfaibg. Or disposed to laugh." 

** Ob no ! *pon my \rord--quite serious 
rec^,** jsaidshe* 

^' I was only going to d^sery^ like ptt 
thpse i¥bose information is fiplid^ and duly 
appreciated^ she does not consider tbcw 
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wli5 db not kilow ao' much at hersdlf is 
ol^eets of contempt^— fiur from if* 

^' Oh no, of course/' said Miss Betes- 
&rd; 

^ She once told me, knowledge made 
her humble; and I thought^ at the tim#, 
the idea both- irettgitetflf land prdt)er ; and 
^^I^amsuieshedid ndt aibpire to more 
than dtfa^k*s* I mistake — she migh4 aspive 
to ikiore' than othet wdiEmi i but she was 
not c(»sdousF€^ btipg betti^ infoftneet 
than tbose^bjr Whom-da^'w*i suntoundcfd 
— ' I btfvie written K lit^ tale/ she saiii 
to mfe^« ''^fidtthe.w^oHd-jtf pleased' to aheir 
It some ^oitar ; b«it that^ oannct make me 
vain. If I hate had a tftfent given me, I 
should be wfong not to employ it. But 
I know not tiiere fe uny peculiar genius 
i^uired k^the lurangement c^ d few fioti«- 
tious cha|«^clew.^ 

^ All this^ I suppose^ with the fidling- 
bacikf^tiffidenceof a young authoress; real- 
ly it^ must hav« mtertofed you,'' said Mils 
Baresford, lo6kiil|^^roiigh her glass. 

*' It more thftn interested me/' he its 
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marked, not at all disposed to say the les^ 
because his companion was so heartless; 
*^ I admired the rough girl in her own na- 
tive frankness — her generous turn of feel- 
ing — her independence of spirit, more than 
X choose to say.** 

Miss Beresford looked piqued ; and con- 
sulting Mr. Faulkner*s countenance, she 
perceived it was not assumed pleasure 
which darted into it when he spoke oi the 
merits of Beatrice; he had forgotten, in 
his zealous vindication of her character, 
from being denominated a learned 
LADY, he was speaking to one who let 
not a word pass by unheeded — ^who could 
not altogether imagine why Mr. Faulk- 
ner took so much ^ains to even converse 
of a girl whom nobody knew — who had 
no grand connexions — no fortune — and, 
what was still more unattainable, no beauty. 

♦ « 4» * ♦ ♦ ' 

Mr. Faulkner, once more established at 
the Lodge, found it an indubitable ne- 
cessity to call at the HalL He was averse 
-from this, from more motives tiian erne— 
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the extreme power he found Beatrice stiH 
possessed over his heart and affections, and 
the manoeuvring of Mrs. Wycheriy to 
place him by Susan, caused him at once 
to recoil fix)m the trial. He even found 
it necessary to call on the blind Mrs. Hen- 
niker before he ventured to turn his 
horse's head towards the broad road lead- 
ing to the Hall ; but there again he found 
himself touched almost as much as the 
visit to Brundale could have touched him : 
the little pariour in which he sat was hung 
round with small sketches, neither bril^ 
liantly done nor elegantly finished, but; 
like the persmi who did them, cbrrec^ 
warm, and fordUe prototypes of nature. 
There were books also, some of the new* 
est and best, on the blank leaves of which 
there was inscribed the name — ** Beatrice 
Wycheriy f and one, as if recently per* 
used, lay upon the table, with one of the 
leaves folded down. He was tempted, by 
the absence of Mrs. Henniker, to look 
mare earnestly into the volumes. Pencil 
marks, and several lines written also in 
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it 3YM ^^ Hoitt Mo^cfter jbut }Jie iiMid 
(Was not? SefOriise^&r^ nor did th#> bpqk 1»- 
loDg^to het ; be fiMipd him^f, r afiber tttiMt 
^tiecoveiy, laying aside thf yo}umJ9i^99;Cfie 
^ot^o|nteii98tnigitobim a^the oth^rawhiqb 
hare: her nanie. After ^ Hie ^^ti^anpe of 
J|«(. .Henhikw, T^rbom be ^uqd mw* 
debilitated from illness and a weak stat? 
ci health*, be was obliged to listen to tb^ 
hisfeoiy dfher long in4i8p€!s]$i«ai>^ in wlMOh 
ahe'didared: ^he ;aaigbfr bav^^died;. had ji|; 
jijQit! beeb for thi^ kind^ daug^fi^vlike at- 
.tQnti9lr.di^ afl^etion of l^E^^xatc^ WVr 

Mr. Faulknef did not jat tb^ mqm^vSt 
remember Mrs^ Hejaniker was 4eprived of 
the use of sight, else he would Aot have 
£alt so inortidly eonftised^ nor jftiade uflie of 
the- sttb(^rfi4g^ of; gelling up to loodc out 
of the wind<>^)^#/ wlMn' btf' might bay0 i^ 
mfained qute% in bis obaur: 
. ''These are her drawings, .Mr. FauIkntfV 
all round the ibom," said Mrs. Henmken 
f' an<^ I dare say, some of her hooks; for 
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she will come and vead to me^ though, die 
has been so ill hersdf. She wodced me a 
footstool too; arid though I cannot eVer 
see it, I. know it is jft^iy. Fray is not 
your house among the ^ketehes? she told 
me the subject of tkem ^l oUcei" 

Yes, Mr. Faulkner saw thd li€fdge ; 
and as he was regarding it most attentive- 
ly, Mrs. Henniker asked him to lead her 
to her small garden. — •'I am sure;** said 
she, as she smelt the perfume <^ the 
^^eful flowers, ** you must like this, for 
yauesoi see, Mr. f^ulkner; and this was 
all Beatrice's contriving— she brought the 
seeds and sowed them, and ties up the 
flowers ; come, gather one, because tb^y 
are Tier planting. I expect ber «very mi- 
niMe, and then you will see how thin she 
is, and may tell her how good she is. I 
wish I could see her really happy !*• 

^ Is she not happy ?** inquired Mr. 
Faulkner; and his tone was so eager, Mrs. 
Henniker smiled. 
" No, my dear sir — something preys on 
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her mind, and has dcHie so for some time; 
but what it is, she con^als.*' 

** Love, perhaps,** said Mr. Faulkner, 
and his ideas glanced at Mr. Coxe. 

** Oh, no» no^ no — something much 
more serious than love.'' 

Mr. Faulkner, for his part, thought the 
pangs of love quite serious enough. 

** Something she hides from me ; and I 
judge I am trusted with a great share of 
her confidence too,*' added Mrs. Henniker. 

'* Miss Wycherly is come, ma'am,** said 
Mrs. Henniker's servant, coming down 
the garden. 

** Well, I am very glad ; let me take 
your arm. — Mr. Faulkner, do come in — 
and do not say good morning just yet" 

Mr. Faulkner, however, would have 
banged off that moment, had he not been 
obliged, in a manner, to conduct Mrs. 
Henniker to the door of the parlour; and 
as he was doing so, he found time to say 
— " Permit me to wait in this little vesti- 
bule till Miss Wycherly is gone." 

He spoke with an air Mrs. Henniker 
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did not wish to contaid with, and one 
which seemed to say — " You must not 
entreat me so to do." Forgetting again 
she was blind, he bowed, and left her : de- 
termining to amuse himself in the vesti- 
bule, he took up a small gardening book, 
and tried to engage himself in the mystery 
of " planting," *' cutting," " pruning," and 
'' engrafting ;" but he found that his at- 
tention was distracted by the voices in the 
next room: he would have given the 
world to have been able to escape over the 
wall at the bottom of the little garden ; 
but it was seven feet high, and edged on 
the top with large iron spikes, with which 
he did not desire to form any acquaintance. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



Mr. Faulkner, though he wished to avoid 
meeting Beatrice, could not refrain from 
taking a look through the glass door, the 
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cartain of which was in one part drawn 
aside : he saw that she was much changed 
in &ceand form, even since he had seen 
her in town ; but yet the whole style of 
her countenance was the same ; it express- 
ed integrity, and, at the moment he look- 
ed, virtue and humanity. She was read- 
ing something which appeared to command 
all her feelings of interest, and the open 
ingenuousness of her manners, attracted 
him nearer to the door ; one of her hands 
was on Mrs. Henniker's, the other was 
employed in holding the volume. — ^' I 
wish," said she, after she had concluded 
what she wished to peruse, '^ that I .could 
ftid my gardening book; I am nearly 
certain I left it in the vestibule;, will you 
excuse me, and I, will look for it ?" 

" No ; I shall not excuse you,** said 
Mrs. Henniker, keeping fast hold of her 
hand. 

" You will let me get away, I know," 
said Beatrice, laughing and struggling, 
"when I tell you, a carriage is .at the 
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door; and I do really think it is the Coxes 
•*-and this room is so terribly littered,** 

** The Coxes !** said Mrs. Henniker, re- 
linquishing her grasp, and in the turmoil 
of having the room in proper order, half- 
forgetting Mr. Faulkner. 

" Yes, it is their livery ; and they are 
getting out.*' 

** Ring, my love, and tell Anne to clear 
away," said Mrs. Henniker. 

** There is Mr. Coxe, I declare," said 
Beatrice (and Mr. Faulkner imagined he 
saw a flush of pleasure on her cheek) : 

where shall I put all these frightful 
drawings I was going to nail up — and the 
old paper case — and this box of nails — and 
the hammers, where shall I put them ?" 

" In the closet," said Mrs. Henniker, 
with great forecast. 

** The closet door is locked ! Where is 
the key?" 

^ Up stairs," said Mrs. Henniker. 
**But the small closet," advanced Mrs. 
Henniker, in immense peril. 

VOL. III. K 
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^ Th§ box wift jkU Sfk ijJtq i^f-trj^ is tpcf 
broad, I wn pil^ t^QW ipfa^; yeptijwk 
in a momeitt.'* 

**Any whbbe» my 4eaf T exfflfijf^ 
Mrs. Eb»uilker» a& ^hie> feet of b^ visifawts 
were drawing close tathe dow; and $#fb 
trice, loadied witb the h^ of pai)«-r-the 
hammers — the drawings, burs| i|itQi t^ 
Iktle room, where, in deaolate m^jfsty, 
sat — Mr. Faulkner. 

Mr. Jpaijlkner! — ^and Beatrice tupmed 
p^le, then E?d, and at lapt w^ j^eti^rsMPg: 
toi the parlpur„ had not Mr. F^jlpi^l 
extended hjaid prevented Ipei.-r?" Xh), wt 
go,*' be said; " but tell ipe bov ypi^ fefik 
lady Ambi^rste?" 

** Mucb better in i^irit^ tbaQ cpuJI^i t^MT/? 
bwn extpf^tedi" she cepliedf 

*^ I am glad of it. Bi^ ]( &^ y oi^. esj^ 
youi-self too nwch for t)^ s£^e of qtbers, 
and injure your own health." 

** J/ Oh norr-ls^m qaili?i>^eUr, Y<>u 
thiaik, beaauw I a» thinp^^ ped^Sfrryt-^ 
But I assure yoB ^/iat-TTTTmli) f^fib li ^yVi 
not ill — I am only pder than us^nflji.!' 
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Mes4 HenoflEW, with Mka Coxe, ap- 
pealing at the door, tenmrated the ooh^ 
Hfecse h^tWMD Hr. Faulkner and Beatrice ; 
aiid thii fiDQrmer, with an apology, mounted 
bift bMM i»n Bfuadale But during the 
^mt ride» he had ahundaet time to dis* 
eem anid ct^^ilate on the meeting between 
Beatriee and hUsnelf ; and the next time 
he sa^ Mra. Henmken he^ received a re- 
proofs in a good-humoured way, for ruiv 
mog fipom A&* Co%^$ who wkifaed to see 
him ao very mudi*. i£it were cmly toooiv 
gmtufajte him. 

'^ Ott what?'' asked Mn Faulkner, ki 
aMMtdiamay. 

*^ Your approaehing marriage.'' 

^. With whom, may I ask?** 

"^ Ok ! I eannot teil. But Beatrice told 
fse of k scane fmie $inoe ; and IVJSbss Aj»< 
henste told hen^^-^tely the namie was St 
John." 

**^ Indeed: P* replied Mr. Faulkner, in- 
some pain ; for he could > well account £oat 
the^reaerae testified b;r Beafoioe when they 
net 

K 2 
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" Yes. Pray is she pretty^-or half as 
good as Beatrice?** 

*^ Let me assure you, I .am not ev^i 
engaged ; and when I am, I only hope it 
will be to one ' half as good as Beatrice/ 
Indeed, it is the first wish of my heart, 
it might be herself. She is the woman, of 
all others, who would make me liappy.'' 
The confession was made, and could not 
be recalled. 

' In another day Beatrice knew tfai$. She 
received the intelligence with stitprise, biii 
no delight ; and as Mrs. Henniker seemed 
to enlarge on the good resulting from so 
happy a match, she found it only increased 
Beatrice's distress. — " And what: do you 
think?" added Mrs. Henniker. ;" I hafve 
abked Mr. Eaulkner.to tea this dfteifAoon ; 
and I asked you idso, purposely to meet 
him : I mean you to have all your ton- 
versation to yourselves. — And now,, my 
dear giirl, I am. sure you miisl thirik*of 
Mr. Faulkner as I do ?" 
/ Beatrice's falling tears/alone made any 
reply ; but suddenly commanding . iier 
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feelings and voice, she said — she trusted 
Mrs. Henniker would do her the favour 
of giving Mr. Faulkner a note, which she 
would immediately write; it would spare 
her much jmin — and that she knew Mrs. 
Henniker's feelings towards her were such 
as would pnunpt her to spare her all the 
misery she could. 

** Pain ! — ^misery ! She meant then to 
refuse Mr, Faulkn^ ! Oh ! why would 
she not iQonsider? — ^why would sh^ not 
weigh all his merits? — why, in such haste, 
refuse the suit of a man who passionately 
loved her?" 

" All thisr I know; but Mr. Faulkner 
has be^i once refused. I might not foe 
steady and calm in that refusal. I fear 
ray manners have betrayed that which I 
meant no one ever to discover. Oh ! mi- 
serable girl tteit I am !" 

** Miserable girl that you are!" said 
Mrs. Henniker ; " why so wretched, my 
love ? Is it that you fear giving pain ? — 
is it that you love another ? — or why ? 
Do tell me. But what will your mother 
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«ay, when she knmvi^ you have teftise^ 
Mr. Faulkner?' 

•• My niother ! She knows then— *yoa 
have told her Mr. Faulkner's sentiments?* 

** I have, in the joy of my heart ; for, 
Beatrice, dear girl, I did imagine yott 
once preferred Mr, Faulkner — I did think 
he was formed to make you happy," said 
Mrs. Henniker; "and the prospect of an 
union with him, was so desirable €very 
way — in congeniality of mind^^in fortune 
—in EVERY prospect of happiness."" 

" Mr. Faulkner could not be happy 
with me, if he knew— —Indeed I have 
heard him say," exclaimed Beatrice— 
*• But here he comes. What shall I do? 
I am almost distracted ;•* and her agitation 
was so great, that she was scarcely con- 
sdous she was betraying the sentiments 
she wished to conceal, by that very emo- 
tion she was then evincing. 

" €an you love him T asked Mrs. Hen- 
niker, as the garden gate fell to. 

" Can I LOVE him P and Mrs. Haini- 
ker thought the manner in which her 
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young firaefyd spdke.toMh^tlkatsfee should 
only wonder if she did not. 

Bilt Mi<6rt»er nroiiienl, and Mr, Faulk- 
net would have beeh in-, *nd «eeA the «e«- 
f\ii 'e^ '{Aid a^tat^d toantiers of !Bea- 
tifce, had she not rushed into the little 
vestibule, and prevented him. She thei^, 
fe> hfet infinite «tafprise, sAVir her taattther. 

** Ah, I ditiesay I ftightened you," «aid 
she*, ** but I Ataiked d6Wn hi^re by ihfe 
•gt^^ ^tb, iEitad Mrs. Henniker toM tfie 
1^. Reall V, I think it Will be a very good 
^mg : iM oa\f t^ink, Bi^t¥i(i^ h& should 
^tio^ yt)tt but ^ {dl-<-yoil, Who «an»0t 
boast of any beAUty! MfSi Hennikel' 
mfs Mt. ^aulkiiel talked to her a gfeat 
€teA! <»ttcehiing ymk < Attd Mrs. tl^nik^f, 
I know, has said «V<ery thing bhe oouM ih 
ydut fevour." 

** I *tti t^ry inueh obliged to hferj" said 
feWnie, ih a ^t^erl^ss voice; "at thfe 
mAe time I hdpe hi^^ partiality has not 
ttftdd her think better df me thdn I dei. 
Serve. But I hope you Will ndl judgfe 
harshly of me, dedt mother, hbr think rate 
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wrongs but I cannot many Mr. Faulkner 
— I really cannot accept him." 

Mrs. Wycherly, at once astonished and 
dismayed^ sat still upon her chair^ and 
could at first use no other exdamation 
than that of—** Cannot marry him ! can- 
not accept him !" 

" No, dear mother, I cannot. I must 
not deceive — I mean I will not deceive 
him, whiqh I must do, if I accepted him f 
und the workings of her mind appeared 
tK>th in her countenance and manner; 
.something she dared not, could not reve^ 
wemed just ready to escape the quivering 
Bps of the unhappy girL 

. « Yqu are mad, or something ■ worse 
than mad— idly Wnd — ^foolishly attached 
to some one else !" said Mrs. Wycherly, 
steadily. " If you allowed yourself time 
to reason, to reflect on the grand match 
this might be, and if you remembered 
the happiness it would give your father 
and me, to see you well settled, you would 
surely try to love Mr. Faulkner. There 
is yet another thing I would have, you re- 
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»iember— ^the vay, very small fortune 
you must inherit: besides, you know 
how much the family estate is even now 
incumbered. Here a gentleman of sense, 
fortune, good family, makes you an offer- 
it must proceed only from disinterested 
love^-and you are sim^de enough to hesi- 
tate." She stopped, for the distracted air 
of Beatrice, and the absence of mind she 
seemed to endure, raised her curiosity.—- 
** Satisfy me on one head," she exclaimed^ 
aftar a slight pause ; *^ do ypu love any 
one dse P'' 

^ No,"* said Beatrice, with conscious in- 
tegrity ; *' no, mother, I do not.** 

** No ! well then, what for a moment 
can make you hesitate ?** 

*' Dear motha*, when we consider the 
immense importance of being open, candid, 
and sincere with a man you mean to marry ; 
when we consider there ought to be no se- 
orets, nothing which we caimot impart 
with readiness and confidence; and /, 

who am so strangely circumstanced for- 

^re me^ but there is nothing I will not 
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do, if you will look orer my irfofid of a 
man I esteem too highly: to deceftve." 

•* To deceive ! I eah't. divifie .lirhat you 
-mean. Do you not love Mh FauUq^ar 
then?** 

*^ I dare not love him; I hare suhdued 
myself not to think of him," said Beatrice^ 
unguardedly. 

*' Then, for the future, do subdiie your- 
self to think of Inm, and make up your 
mind to be happy with him ; and let not me 
and your father be distressed by the idea 
you have thrown good fortune wantonly 
a Way. My dear, dear Beatrice, do. think 
of this." 

Beatrice was ready to tibiro w hersd^ into 
her mother's arms ; and for a moment the 
tears, which might never have flowed^ but 
for this unexpected kindxiessy foil fi»Bt down 
ller cheeks. 

«* Take a week to oonaider of it,'' aaid 
Mrsw Wycherlyr ^ and let Mr. FMilkner 
then meeft with what he widlbea^yow 
leave to address you { and, whm tiiMe 
pertnits^ me,, i will talk to you: mora Yati 



y Google 



BBATBiCBi tOS 

ttiuftt se6 Mr. Fatilkaer thkr erening: tell 
bim yoti harra not iliade up your mind-^--^ 
tbut it requires time to eonsider 6n such a 
mom^totts things &c^ smd tii will be Well 
again ; and Sawbridge vriHl be so pleased; 
and your father so delighted ; and Siistei 

Mrs. Wycherljr theh e^ttWd the dOdr> 

bd^ti^ to Mi'i Faulkner a» hiif ptf^^d 
fttoagh, ^yiilgf at th^ sattie time, in a 
voice calculated for Beatrice's ears-^" Mr. 
Faulkn^^ how ife your dster^ Mrs. Har- 

'[^be ed%6t of these wordi^ mAde BcMrice 
immediately wipe her eyes? and, drying 
to tiauie^ she presented ber hand to Mr. 
FmuUdner^ with whoHJi her mother itrime^ 
diately left her doii^« 

Mra Hemriikieiff arid Mrs- W3rcherlyi 
fadringfiriiy peirsu^ed themsfelTes/' there 
Wa§ hot afly earthly reaton why 'Beatrice 
could refuse Mr. Faulkner/' comforted 
tibeilii$dlve& iti the. idea that a fiarriage 
w6uld take fOaeb in the family before the 
yeatWi^ oat; aad Mrs^ Wydberly^ in the 
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joy oiher heart, promised Mrs. Henniker 
should be present at the ceremony. 

** Well,*^ said Mrs. Wycherly, going up 
to Beatrice, after her conference with Mr. 
Faulkner was over, " how have you part- 
ed?" 

" Very good friends, I trust," said Bea- 
trice, with downcast eyes. 

^* Something more than^^t^Tu^^, /trust,'* 
exclaimed Mrs. Wycherly, with some 
warmth. 

* Yes, dejur mother, all you wish.'' 

" bh, then I am so happy !" said Mrs. 
Wycherly, kissing her cheek ; whilst Bea- 
trice looked any thing hut happy. 

^' And I," exclaimed Mrs. Henniker, 
^ wish you joy : this is no more though 
than you deserve. Sd my dear girl, yw 
are the chosen one \ God bless you, and 
make you happy P' And every one else 
seemed happy, pleased, and delighted, but 
Beatrice. 

Mr. Faulkner, when he had obtakied 
Mr. Wycheriy's consent, had no erne's else 
to ask ; and he made himself a field of 
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]Mx>mise iii the anticipation of one day 
calling Beatrice his own; and^ if he could 
have his determination, it would not be a 
very distant one; for he wanted no long 
engagement to assure hira she was, of all 
women, the one most calculated to make 
him happy. 

Beatrice, however gratified she might 
be in receiving the attentions of a young 
man, whom all the manoeuvring mammas 
had not been able to entrap ; however 
gratified she might also be in receiving 
the o£fer of his hand and heart, seemed to 
fidl in a due return of unrestrained a£Pec* 
tion towards Mr. Faulkner : there was a 
restraint in her manners, which a lover 
knew not how to tolerate ; and yet there 
were times wl^n this reserve was laid 
aside, and he observed it was generally 
less so, when he expected to meet a re- 
turn of afiectionate interest ; when she 
observed him unhappy, she .would ask 
him why he ivas so ? she would tell him 
she preferred him to all the world beside; 
and once she gave bim occasion to say«~ 
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^ I bdkve; Bcatrfee^ jdu do not /ot^^ you 
^T /^ me." But the generous full 
eonfeiBiQrf which ibUt^wed 1^ remark^ 
(xmvisced him she did prefer hlln to aD 
the World. But then whst had prompted 
h^r first refusal ? not the ofajectidn of pd^ 
rents, for she knew their sanction would 
gladly be given; not her oWn hearty for 
she dcjktiotvledged he had always pcw^ 
S^^A if rftnd BeMrice wks too c^ndid^ 
tew sincere to deceive. 

•* "Beatride," said Mrs* Wydheriy^ one 
etetning, when he was there, ^ I wish yoU 
would sing that sweet air jon and Misi 
CoxB used to pra^ide. Mn Faalknei) 
you ncvel- beard Beatrice singu-^t leftst^ 
Bot dny thing worth bettring f and wfailsA 
Beatrice was untwisting the stool for the 
pilHio^ she added-^*' The Coxes have riei 
been frkndly at all lately : wUat has ci* 
fended <hem^ I Wondeif ?" 

It Was mete cfaonoe, but Mn Fa^dk-^ 
ner's dyfe fell upon Beatrice ; she Ww oom 
fuMd^M-iher blus&ed, arid eniployed hersctf 
ass^oiisly in the iu$a»jgeni€fttt of sdtt6 
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Spar which laid on the inetrameQt; 9IW 
could not meet his eye with epep OQnfi*^ 
dence; but, distressed aiid embaitatsed^ 
aiked-^** Whether she should play, and 
what?" 

'' The song I just mentioned,'' taid Mt& 
Wycherly r " have yoa forgott^i vrhat it 
was ?" 

'^ The book was sent home," Beatrice 
replied ; and Mrs. Wycherly, resolved on 
having some music, asked Susan to fiing, 
and 6eatrk;e to play, telling Mn FauUc-* 
ner, at the same momenti Beatrice waa so 
lumplei she never could do any thing weU^ 
without it was sanctioned by the Coitea^ 

^ The Coxes seem to hsive been Bea«. 
tricefs world," said Mr. Faulkner^ with a. 
\A0ef which wail at once playful and kind 

^ Oh yei»^. I owe much t^ theo^" sh^e 
ans^wered ; aod, with an evident wish of 
changing the €onversfi^ion» she be^^ a 
l^tl0 waltz^ foimied out of a: Gennan. 
hyinn^ ' 
. '< That i«^a beautiful little thing," Sfod 
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Mr. Faulkner; ** and well written out. 
Your oWn performance I suppose ?*• 

" Oh no,** she replied, quickly. 

^ No, that is Mr. Coxe's," said Susan. 
** Don't you remark the Italian t-ts and 
e^'s f All the Coxes write that sort of 
handf and Beatrice blushed intensely 
again under Mr. Faulkner's eye. 

** Every thing this evening seems con- 
centrated m the Coxes," thought Mr. 
Faulkner ; but he was too wise to be jea- 
lous; for he had a perfect dependence, 
a perfect and implicit faith in the good- 
ness, truth, and virtue of Beatrice ; no one 
but herself could shake this feeling; no 
one but herself could militate against his 
dependence in her affection; it must be 
her manners, her lips, her conduct, which 
must f^rsuade him he was no longer loved. 

A quarterly assembly drawing near, 
it was of course deemed advisable Beatrice 
aind Susan should go; besides that, Mrs. 
Wycherly took a pleasure in shewing the 
worid 'Mr. Fiulkner was to be hee son- 
in-law. She meant to be late : she meant 
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Susan should be beauxed by her cousin, 
William Holt : she meant also, Sawbridge 
should attach himself to a young lady, 
who had not only a pretty face, but a 
pretty fortune to recommend her. Mr. 
AVycherly (if he were able) and herself 
were to precede all these fixed couples. 

To the finite understanding of woman, 
it appeared easy to accomplish a pleasant 
party for a ball. In the first place, Mrs. 
Wycherly was a sanguine being, and, as 
females many of them do, loved to tri- 
umph : the very success of her dress, her 
turban, her air, was intended to express — 
" See, MY daughter has gained the prize; 
my Beatrice — ^the unnoticed, plain, un- 
thought of Beatrice. Down to the dust, 
ye proud beauties \ ye manoeuvring mo- 
thers,, J triumph !" 

Well, the evening came; Mr. Faulk- 
ner, Miss Forst^r, Sawbridge, Susan, and 
Beatrice, were all waiting for, the arrival 
of William Holt, who had promised to be 
there at half-past six. The windows had 
/ been opened and reopened, until patieoce 
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Wab exhausted, attd tl^ titne ap^at^d in- 
ti^ttxiinat^', no ^iriage— ^no h*6fseman 
a|ipeared; and, in despaif^ th^ kdie^ Wetit 
to the piano, and the gehtletttfen to a cor- 
ner of the room, to look it a paintiMg, 
whidi was esteemed An origihal of^ some 
value', Mp3. Wychet-ly trying to iiead, 
sometimes attracted tb th6 Wiftdo#, by 
the hopes of hearing Williatn had arrived, 
then distracted by songs and waltzes oh 
the piano. 

*' Cottie, mbthet, we hid better be ^,*' 
said Sawbridge, di^Wing oilt his w&ttA; 
^ it is tbn now, l^nd W^ hAV^ Din6 th&^ 
U> go." 

" Wait hdlf an houi* Idnge^** ^id she, 
in ti^ply* 

^ Half an hbwc ! Ai you wish> csertain* 
ly ; but William will not 6dftie to-night 
Ijet rtie order the howes.'* 

•• Nbt yet,'' and With that attswer hfe 
was obliged to be satisfied, tititil an hour 
had elapsed, and then the welcotni^ woidB 
«^** Well, W6 had better bfe going,* roused 
lAtn to action ; and the ladies, abandoning 
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the 'pisno, flew (a6 ktdies ^y) to the car^ 
i^ges» sprang Ia^ and 'dftsl^ off to the 

** There is a fafl ball> 1 datie gay,** said 
Sosan, as they drove up,ar»d pst^ed a crowd 
of carriages ai>d post-chaises by the as^ 
sembly^house door* 

Full indeed they found it when they 
entered. Mrs. Wytiherly, in grand style, 
prepared to swim in, letting fall her train 
^t the moment of tictory ; but there was 
no room to swim. The door opened, to 
be sure, and any one within a yard of her 
fiatght have seen she wore a blue satin 
gown, flounced with elegant lace; but Wd 
defy any one, at a greater distance^ to 
feive perceived whether she was ill or 
well dressed ; whether she wore a round 
dress or a train ; for the train got stamped 
<wi in the crowd, which obliged the un- 
fortunate lady to take it up: in endea^ 
vouring to extricate it from the rapacious 
feet which mercilessly crushed upon it, 
she stooped her form so as to catdi her 
ttirban against her husband's wig ; ihfe 
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turban became disarranged — Mrs. Wy- 
cherly embarrassed; for if it was knocked 
off, she had not a heroine's head of cluster- 
ing hair to fall down upon her shoulders. 
With a sorry air of triumph she reached 
the middle of the ball-room : though a 
large party were dancing, there was not a 
seat to be had. No one seemed to be par- 
ticularly struck by the appearance of her- 
self or party ; and there was no resource 
but the card-room : every table was full 
there; and the apartment itself so hot, it 
could not be borne. 

** What SHALL we dp ?" she exclaimed 
in despair, appealing to Mr. Faulkner and 
her party, who, by dint of struggling, had 
k^pt close behind her. *^ I am half dead 
with heat, and see nobody I know.'* 

" There is the Coxes," said Susan ; " and 
Miss Coxe will give you her seat ; for she 
is going to dance, I think." 

" Going to dance ! impossible ! the set 
is crowded immensely now. However, I 
will go and take her seat." So, by crusb- 
ing alon^ and fair words, and smiles to 
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all who impeded her progress, she arrived 
within a yard of the destined spot, the 
haven of bliss — had even began a speech 
of polite import, such as — ** Will you do 
me the favour of giving me your place. 
Miss Coxe ?'* when Miss Coxe rose, gave 
her hand to her partner, and, without ap- 
parently attending to Mrs. Wycherly, got 
up, arid only bowing, said — ** It is very 
warm, yet I am going to dance." 

"And J,'' said Mrs. Wycherly, "will glad- 
ly sit down — in your ** seat, she would 

have added, but a fat lady, who had been 
standing till she could stand no longer, 
dropped into it ; and thus vanished Mrs. 
Wycherly 's hopes. 

" Surely you had better return to th6 
card-room," said Mr. Wycherly, who be- 
gan to feel the same propensity for a seat 
as did his lady ; " one cannot stand here 
all night. If 1 had knozvn I would never 
have come." 

" Well, but now you are come, you 
must make yourself as comfortable as you 
can," said Mrs. Wycherly. " The young 
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p^ple ar9 godJQg to dan^ ; aiMl if we cm 
g^% back to the rooias, jwhapsr wq eaa 
find a vacant table," 

Sbie wa9 quite rlg|l:it ta substitute thi^ 
word *' j/*;" not even polite courtesy, fek 
words, craoumng, crowding, or squeezin^g^ 
could pvocure her a passage much noore a 
place in the card-rooob— ** Inde^» Pfw'aioi 
it i& w utter impossibUity for you to pa99 
here," or— ^" 'Poa my word> there i^ w 
rooD3," or-p--" We should ba most happy 
to let you pass,^ but cannot," wa^ att she 
Qould obtain; and, had she g^ned the 
'* promised bliss,!' not a cbair» not a taUft 
not a place was vacant. 

Mr. Wycherly, in despair, 0Qntei>te4 
himself by being pui^ed up in. a earner, 
against which be re^^ his weary ykabm 
but Mrs. Wycherly was ];)]&i!$]^minjsi>^ to 
quit her present situation^ and gain a heir 
ter; though lady A— '-r V—— . assured 
her she was exceedingly well ofi^ wd 
might be amused by '' j^eeing.the ^mdng*" 

^' Seeing the d^nqii^ !" so she mjgbt» 
had not lady A-^ V— .~* beea fi^^ 
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ii9^«s taUer tbw hcrseli and her liiend en- 
e^K^b^r^ with a. Fari^iw turbaiiy of nch 
tQrifi^ijs^ si^ie^ whic^ ev^r and ancvi kept 
Mis* Wy<jherly from the dwgeirous plea-, 
sure of seeing any things but that it was 
compos^ of satin, crapQ, and French 
beads^ French be9d&! Mrs. Wjcherly 
y^Qxe pe^fU on, b^rs. No oiie saw hers ; 
eyeqr body $aw lady A — ^ V 's. 

** A ball i§ really a very d«%htful 
thing," $ai4 lady A-^— V.,,^-, a3 she 
sup^ In^ a chair, on the back of which 
S^i^s, \/Vycberly was leaning. ** You se^ 
how Jane and Annette enjoy it. Axe 
yffwc daughters bei;e» Mrs, Wycberiy ?" 

** Y^, your ladyship," she repUed, ap^ 
ply4ngtp. her glass. 

" Oh,5 indfi^dJ I ca^'t see thenj. This 
ball i? * full one-^toQ, ftril for cpqafprt > 
the dresses won't shew in such a, squ^^e, 
which i^ ratibpj^ uiifortuij^te &r tbose who 
bwe.nQii^ onesj, and pome ta display. To«. 
convince you of my economy, hepe I am 
in, m qld, white satiq^— -bi^ it dpes, not 
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^' Oh no," said Mrs. Wycherly, drawing 
up the train of her gown, or rather en- 
deavouring to draw it up from the feet S£ 
a gentleman near her. " No, they only 
get spoiled terribly." 

" Yours, for instance," said her lady- 
ship, a little maha-propos^ pointing at the 
same time to an enormous gash in Mrs. 
Wycherly's, who, in the pride of her heart, 
scorned to admit she did not know it be- 
fore, and then added — " It is of no conse- 
quence; we really must expect these 
things, if we come to such crowded 
places." 

But it was of consequence, as a certain 
sigh and frown might have proved ; but 
lady A V was then happily en- 
gaged in remarking how well her eldest 
daughter looked and danced, and never 
observed it. 

" I wonder where Beatrice and Mr. 
Faulkner are," said Mrs. Wycherly, with 
motherly pride. 

But lady A V , who under- 
stood human nature, did not choose to 
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hesiXf and would not gratify her friend 
(her visiting friend)^ by even a hint to the 
engagement which subsisted between the 
two beings of whom Mrs. Wycherly 
?poke. 

** You have heard, I suppose,"" said she, 
when a little peace was obtained, by a 
new dance being called — ** your ladyship 

has beards I suppose ^* she said again, 

with a countenance which revealed what 
was the import of her conversation. 

** Heard what ?" inquired her ladyship, 
with provoking, calm, mortifying igno- 
rance, and with a certain lift of her large 
Wack eyes ; jmd Mrs. Wycherly felt awk- 
ward in being obliged to expound on a 
subject which she forgot was not equally 

delightful to lady A V as to her- 

self; she forgot too, lady A— V 

was neither ipore nor less than a most ter- 
rible quiz, and would probably mimic 
her, in all her glory, at the next party she 
gave. 

*' It is a very fine match," said she, in 
VOL. ni. L 
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reply to all Mrs. Wycherly advanced. 
** And so Beatrice is the chosen ? Susan 
looks ill. Is she here to-night? Bless 
me ! it is nearly impossible to know any 
one, except one's own children. Is Susan 
consumptive? She is the very red and 
white for it. But don't let what /say 
disturb you : / am no judge, for I thought 
Anne, your Anne, would have lived for 
ever almost." 

Mrs. Wycherly looked up; but lady 

A V— — had a heart of stone, and 

did not, at the moment, perceive the mo- 
ther gasping, as if for breath, and panting 
to restrain the power of feeling which 
threatened to burst forth; but the ho- 
nourable Miss Vesey, who wanted to shew 
her elegant vinaigrette, leaned forward, 
and presented it to her, at the same mo- 
ment touching lady A V — — 's arm, 

to direct her attention to the paleness of 
Mrs. Wycherly's countenance. — ^* Mrs. 
Wycherly has been standing so bng," 
said she, with an appealing voice. 

" Ah, she has," but lady A V- » 
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made no eflEbrt to move — ** and, I dare 
say, would be glad to sit down, if there 
was a chair any where;" and Miss Vesey 
observed Mrs. Wycherly assented silently 
to this. " Ah, very likely, but they are 
all occupied," continued her ladyship, 
calmly ; " and I fancy there is not one to 
be had. I wish you would tell Annette 
her sash is untied, will you? She will 
be near you when she turns her partner 
again." 

** Pray let poor Mrs. Wycherly oiit; 
she is almost fainting," said Miss Vesey. 

** Ah, the heat is immense," said lady 

A V—— ; " I wish enough the ball 

was not so full. Don*t, my dear Miss 
Vesey, forget Annette*s sash, will you ?" 

Mrs. Wycherly, however, left the room 
just time enough to prevent her fainting; 
for the remembrance of her lost daughter, 
together with the heat, the immense 
crowd, and squeezing, prevented her rei 
nudning in a situation whidii Was most 
uticomfortable and distressing a moment 
longer. 
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^ It is high 4ime to gp home/' said Mn 
Wycherly, as she recovi^red, ** for I aaa 
tired o£ my life ; and if you have no ob- 
jection, the carriages had better be ordered.** 

** We can't think of going before sup- 
per,'* (Satd Mrs. Wycherly. " Besides, the 
young people wish to danoe ; and I hope 
the room will be clearer, for lady 'A^ — ^ 

V protests she nrnst leave early. I 

^Mui't think what makes the Cc^ces ao shy 
to-night.*' 

*' No more balls for me,** adv{|n<^ Mr. 
Wycherly, wiping the perspiratkni frp© 
his forehead ; ^ and, I am isur^ I "wish I 
bad never come to this ; such a heat ioid 
confusion-T-^Uch a turmoil T 

A sudden grasp of the arm niad^ bim 
turn round, «nd discpyev his nephew, 
William Holt, whom Mrt. Wychiirijr 'ex- 
pressed h^s^f '* naost happy to siee,** aqd 
iipoQedifl^tely directed him to bring B^sW 
t^ her ; and Iransijent gleams of cgtiofoit 
atole in to eblighten the miseraible gloom 
of theeveniqg; but these glearm fm^it^ 
ened into palpable sunshine, when WH^ 
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fiam, in bis way hom^ professed himself 
Sosaoi's lover; that he cptme with the full 
consent of his father^ and wanted only 
hers to make him happy. 

She promised to consider ; and all this 
imssed during the time Beatrice and Mr. 
Faulkner were falling into a disquisition 
on planets, comets^ and stars; none of 
which, bowevw, graced the heavens at 
^t advanced hour of the morning. 



CHAPTER IX. 



Whei^' Susan did reflect on the ofier of 
her cousin^ she bad much to consider i 
there were passages in his life for which 
he could not or would not account ; they 
Were wrapt in mystery, aiveloped in a 
veil which his hand alone could undraw. 

** Be convinced of my innocence,'* he 
said) in reply to what she had advanced to 
bhn, ^ and in after time^ you may be as- 
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sared, you will not regret you have had 
this dependance upon me. The sing4ilari- 
ty of my conduct must excite your curi- 
osity, but, could you dive into that which 
actuated me to it, it could not merit your 
reproach : when there was no hope for me, 
and I even thought you preferred another, 
I loved you; and now that my father 
gives his full and free consent, do not, for 
this unfortunate circumstance, make me 
more miserable* than I have yet been. I 
admit all my proceedings are of a romantic 
cast; but let the strength and power of 
an affection which has existed for years 
plead for me." 

It did so far plead for him, as to gain 
Susan's consent — finally that of her fa- 
ther ; and, after a short lapse of time, all 
matters were settled for the marriage. 

It was then Mr. Faulkner's turn to be 
importunate, to express his wish both 
weddings might be celebrated on the same 
day, and to hope that his wish would be 
complied with without much hesitation. 

In this he was disappointed ; by excuses, 
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vain here to mention, by even the moving 
and touching symbol of tears, Beatrice im* 
plored him not to hasten that event 

** Beatrice," he exclaimed, alarmed at 
her manners, ** if I could look into your 
heart, what should I see ? Think me not 
harsh; but I am justly anxious at your 
conduct. You have told me I was the 
man of your choice ; it remains with your- 
self to confirm that idea. Why delay our 
marriage, if you really wish it ever to take 
place? If you do not, end my suspense 
at once, and tell me so. It strikes me 
something dwells upon your mind. Make 
me your confidant, and if you are changed 
—if you were persuaded by motives which 
I shall not enter into, to accept me, at 
least deal mercifully by me, and let me 
not continue in a pleasurable dream, which 
must vanish at last." He kept his eyes 
watchfully fixed on hers whilst he spoke ; 
and, taking her hand in his, he drew her 
towards him. — *' On so frail a thread is 
human bliss," he said, gently, ** that I am 
ix>n8trained to exhort you to act honour- 
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ably and openly by me. We are chafigid^ 
able beingi^. Tau mkj be changed. Be- 
lieve me, I will readily forgive this la{>se; 
for we cannot goyerti our own afl^tions, 
else I had not suffered half what I have."* 

But from Beatrice he could only learn 
she loved him still; her heart was un- 
changed ; nor would it ever think diflfe* 
rently to what it did. Her conduct, she 
fkired, was not all it ought to-be; but she 
would amend for the future. 

** You must be less melancholy, and 
more cheerful," said Mn Faulktier, pres8^ 
ing her hand to his lips, ** or I can never 
be happy." 

The pianoforte being open, ihe gldffly 
flew to it; and whilst contending amo- 
tions distracted her mind, she begati an 
air of which Mr. Faulkner was remark* 
ably fond. 

** This is also very pretty," she said, 
turning to another; and she Would bate 
played that also, had hot Mr. Coxe been 
aimeunced. 

« Mr. Coxe!" said Beatrice, darting 
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from the sid6 of Mr* Faulkn^; ^^ ask 
him into the dining^room^-^-^ny where but 
bete;" and whilst the colour hurried to 
and fro in her cheek» and the evidait dis^ 
(urder in her manner struck Mr. FauUc-^ 
ner's attention m6st forcibly/ Mr. Cax/e 
entered the roc»n. He did not offer his 
hand to Beatrice ; nof did he meet her in 
the fHendly way which he was wont to 
do ; but, after a few indifferent reinarki* 
he inquired whether she had done with 
the books he had lent her, as he beliered 
he was going abroad soon» therefore he 
wanted them ; and he also tailed to day — 
"Goodbye!" 

'' Are your sisters gdng ?" said Be*^ 
trice, with evident hetttation, both of look 
and voice. 

^ He believed so^ but they had not de» 
cidedly made up their minds." 

** I should think they will csdl on yoa 
btfore they go;' said Mr. Faidkner^ affecU 
11^ pli^asantry : '' they are ' ^otir world i 
you kuQw^ Beatrice.'' 
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Both Mr. Coxe and Beatrice were ^rav^ 
wd silent on this remark ; and Mr. Faulk* 
ner found something had transpired which 
had severed that great friendship which 
cmce subsisted between them. At the as- 
sembly, their manners had been cool, for- 
mal, dignified, and restrained : they had 
spol^en, certainly, but with an evident 
suppression of all &miliarity or kindness ; 
and they had seemed also to avoid all in* 
tercourse or converse with Beatrice, with 
whom they were once so intimate and 
friendly. 

" Look at this new painting,'* said Mr. 
Faulkner to Mr. Coxe ; ** how well the 
artist has delineated the different passions 
in the countenance — rage, horror, self, 
satisfaction, and revenge !" 
• "I don't know the subject,** said Mr. 
Coxe, rising ; and as he did so, his eyes 
encountered the piece of music laying on 
the pianafi>rte.-^'.*j Wlmt^ have you been 
playing thi^! ?" he . askedj >ith evident 
pleasure, both in his face and tone. 

** No, I was just*^dng to begin it, as 
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you were announced," said Beatrice, with 
confusion, and an apprehensiveness of 
voice which Mr. Faulkner did not care to 
see. 

" Is it a favourite of yours,?" inquired 
Mr. Faulkner, turning to Mr. Coxe. 

•* Of mine ! yes — I gave it to Miss Wy- 
cherly — I taught her to sing it ;" and, 
catching Beatrice's eye at the moment, he 
pointed to a line, containing these words :— 

" Change not — change not back again, 
To what thou wast informer time;** 

and Mr. Faulkner, who was too quick- 
sighted not to discover which the two 
lines were, felt an emotion at the time to 
which, till then, he had been a total stran- 
ger. — " He who has once been deceived, 
finds it difficult to trust again," says an 
author, with whom we are acquainted. 
But when Mr. Faulkner told Beatrice he 
loved her, he felt no doubts if her faith 
or constancy ; it was for her conduct to 
give them*birth-^for her manners to breed 
suspicion, and engender doubt and un« 
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faippiness in his mifid; esoA so fin* from 
being remdy to bdieve atiy thing detri- 
mental to her, he always drew the best 
inferences and conclusions from that which 
passed und^ his dbservation ; bat, fbr the 
first time in his lifet, he begin to think 
Beatrice bad once esteem^ Mr. Coxe 
more than a fri^d; peiliaps had given 
Mm some promise, some enoouragenien^ 
^r some hope, else why should he fix his 
eyes so intently on hers, and point out 
the two lines — ** Change not — change 
not," &c. ? — And Beatrice seemed to feel 
add understand all his allusions^ and to 
bear the coolness of the Coxe family, as if 
^e deserved and wtderstood it< When 
lie had said — ^ How strangely th^ be- 
haved r she had replied — ** Perhaps I have 
given them reason," and dropped the sub* 
ject totally. 

Mr. Coxe, by insensible degrees^ was 
loosing faif reserve of manner, imd begin- 
ning to draw Beatrice into conversation, 
when Mr. Faulkoer was sudfmoned to 
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look fit some ^ horse of fiunous pltsek^^ 
whicsh Sawtoidge had just bought 

Sawbridge was always in haate^ alwaya 
in a hurry, could not, of course^ wait a mo- 
ment, and Mr. Faulkner hastened to obey 
the mandate. As he closed the door of 
the room in which Beatrice was, he heard 
Mr. Coxe, in a passionate tone of voio^ 
say^. — " Are you indeed engeiged to Mr. 
Faulkner ?" He did not hear Beatrice's 
reply, for he hurried to the stable; but 
the words sounded unpleasantly on his 
feelings, and he could not easily forget 
them. 

On his return, he found Mn Coxe was 
gone; and Beatrice, with eyes red £rom 
weeping, endeavoured to meet him with 
calm composure; but any thing but com- 
posure seemed to predominate in her 
breast : averted looks, and starting tears, 
Edited his cUsmay ; and so conscious was 
she of creating atixiety and pain in him^ 
by her conduct^ that she pleaded indispo* 
iitidn as an excuse, and retired. 
When ditmor was ready^ she descended } 
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and Susan, after telling her Mr. Faulkner 
was gone, presented her with a small bil- 
let, written in pencil, in which she found 
the following words :— 



" I charge you, Beatrice, by the 
power which you are aware you possess 
over my affections, to tell me whether 
you do not repent your engagement with 
me? Do not keep me in ignorance of 
that which distresses you, as I cannot be 
happy whilst you are miserable. Can I 
do, say, or act, in any way for your com- 
fort ? Pray tell me, if you wish to act 
generously by me. 

" Yours, devotedly, 

*' J. F.^ 



When time permitted, Beatrice wished 
to answer this billet ; but, to confess the 
truth, 6he knew not which way to pursue; 
she dared not tell him the whole undecided 
faM; she felt equally miserable in Veiling 
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the* truth from him.—** Would that we 
had never metT was constantly in her 
lips ; " or that we could meet to be hap- 
py! Oh! he will hate — he will despise 
me, when he knows all !" 

With desperate energy she began a re- 
ply. She told him she was unworthy, un- 
grateful, deceitful ; that she deceived not 
only him, but her family ; that she beg- 
ged, entreated he would forgive and for- 
get her. — ** Let my extreme sense of suf- 
fering," she said, " be a sufficient punish- 
ment. ' Be my friend ; and, if we meet, 
do not treat me as if you hated me. There 
were so many reasons for my conduct, 
that I hope some may plead for me. And 
yet, what can plead for a person who acts 
mysteriously and ungenerously ? Let the 
misery I acknowledge I must experience 
in this separation, my desolation of mind, 
I may add, my distraction, plead for 
me. I MtJST RELINQUISH YOU. The vi- 
sions I indulged may exist no more — the 
dreams X bavie thought on must perish 
everlastingiy. I wish you happy with 
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one a thousand times more deserving 
than myself-— a woman who, in accepting 
your love, treats you with open candour 
and generous confidence. / must not re- 
gard you. All that ought to be dear to 
me, demands it of me. Farewell T 

On reading this over, sobs of deep agony 
and extreme misery burst fixnn her heart 
She sealed it, and then, with restless hands, 
reopened it, to add a few more lines to the 
man from whom she was about to part 
for ever. The burning forehead — tiie 
trembling hand — the inflamed eyes of the 
writer, told a tale of sad distress. Her 
&ther — her mother — ^her brother, would 
all wonder at her refusal ; and she could 
no longer expei^t a home with them» after 
she had once avowed the reason of it. Oh ! 
she must pause before the doud burst; 
sAie must consider where it was likely to 
end, and what would be the tenor of her 
future fate ; she must prepare io suffer, to 
endure all that angry parents could 8»yi 
and also to bear reproadies at her cpn^l^ 
She weighed well all these thing* in ^ 
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nrniA; sndf as she did so^ the distreels of 
Irer intuation seemed to thicken and in* 
crease; and^ on deep consideration, she 
destooyed the billet she had witten, and 
merely wrote a smaH note in reply, saying 
— •* Her sentiments were not changed." 

Mr. Faulkner then demanded an inter* 
view, which was granted, without any 
hesitation. 

The bustte attendant on Susan's mar^ 
riage, prevetited Mrs. Wycherly from pen. 
eeiving bow niisa*able Beatrice appeared 
in h^r mind. She hfui enough to do to 
sed the ck'esses-^to plan chimeras, whidi 
perhfips would never be reaUzed— and to 
triumph in the idea of all her daughters 
being well married ; and had the supreme 

happiness of letting lady A v*^— * 

(wfao^ poor woman, bad been manoeuvring 
all hef life) know, •* the consumptive Su- 
san** was going to be married. 

** Going to be married !'* said lady A— -— 

V ' ■ to a lady calling on her—** so has 

Annette, twenty times, '^ and she is single 
yet ; and Mrs. Wycherly, pool- ttnng ! h 
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such a manoeuverer ; and it is so detest* 
able ; and men see through it so ; and re- 
port always confirms things in a moment 
—it always reminds us of sealing-wax, 
ever ready to take any impression. Those 
Wycherlys are disagreeable girls — not 
bold or forward, but your modest violets, 
hiding all imperfections under leaves of 
shade; vastly amiable — vastly difSdent; 
and, as for, Susan, she is a beautiful pic- 
ture, and only wants a frame.*' 

Lady A V believed (when she 

saw a post-coach and four roll past her 
house, with white favours, conveying the 
bride and bridegroom to their residence) 
that the marriage Jiad taken place, and the 
newspapers gazetted the account she re- 
ceived of the " grand doings'* at the wed- 
ding ; but lady A V thought it 

would be much better " if all had been 
plain, so much encumbered as Mr. Wy- 
cherly's estate was." 

•* Fitzroy," said she, to a gentleman 
who was reading a newspaper at the fur- 
ther end of the room, " there is the pretty 
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Miss Wycherly married to a cousin of 
hers— William Holt.'' 

" Indeed ! I know him well," said 
Mr.Fitzroy, rising ; " and, if within thirty 
miles, I will do myself the pleasure of a 
caU." 

" I am sure," said Miss Annette, •* I 
do not think Susan so very pretty — she has 
such an unmeaning countenance; blue 
eyes cannot be expressive — and hers is a 
style of beauty so lack-a-daisical. Besides, 
she is always talking of her books, and her 
birds, and is so very unentertaining.'' 

"Nonsense, Annette; you do not un* 
derstand these things," said lady A 
V , laughing ; " her * unmeaning eyes* 
have won her a husband, with a fine rent* 
roll ; and your black eyps, child, do not 
do any good." 

" But they may do a vast deal of mis- 
chief," said Fitzroy, bowing towards An- 
nette ; " and, being in black, mourn for 
the miseries they commit." . 

*• A miracle! a miracle!" exclaimed 
Annette-—^ Mr. Fitzroy has paid me a 
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comifdiinrat; oh, that it could be carved 
to eternity somewhere T 

" Carve it chi your heart !** exclaimed 
Mr. Fitzroy ; ** for that is the only pure 
tablet here.** 

Annette put her hands over her face, 

and lady A— V hoped Mr. Bltz- 

roy would remember Annette was not 
accustomed to compliments — and they 
could do a girl of seventeen no good. 

They should do her no harm, he ad- 
vanced, and the conversation ended. 

Mr. Fitzroy was a man of fortune, ancf 

sir James A V Invited him, be* 

cause he;.was going to live near him, at a 
newly-purchased estate; he had also had 
sottie acquaintance with him when he was 
a boy-^knew his father and his fkmilyf 

and, like lady A V——, would have 

no objection to his becoming a part of his. 

Mr. Fitzroy found every thing very 
pleasant at Tilbury Place; and, in fact, 
every thing was done which oould make 
it pleasant to him : there was a library, if 
he wished to read^^ladies and harpsf, if he 
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wkbed fbr music— horses^ if he wished 
for riding— and company, if he liked a- 
ixmsement. He was by no means a gay 
man, or what the world, from a judgmait 
fiom the surfiu^e, would have designated 
a gay man; he was sound, correct, seri- 
oU8» yet pleasing, intelligent, and persua.- 
sive-r" every thing against which the 
famrii ^ woman should guard itself" as 
lady A— V— ^ told Miss Hammonde, 
and at the same time bade A^ beware ; but 
Mks Hammonde thought it v^ty strange 
if Mr. Fitzroy escaped all the delicate net- 
work accumulating round him : no pretty 
women were invited during Mr. Fitznoy's 
visit ; aiid lady A—— V took pecu- 
liar care that even the agreeable ones should 
not rise top high in his estkoation : «he 
had ak^ay3 something to say on fihcur 
tpmpers— 4h^ur style of living— their ex* 
travaganee— or thdr dress. It was thought 
Mr. Fitzroy saw tfaroi^h all these aua>. 
noeuvres, without |s^)«w^ the wodd he 

Mr. Fitzroy vrm one mormng, in the 
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midst of an interesting account of some^ 
thing he bad seen during his tour, when 
his suddenly ceasing to speak caused the 
eyes of all present to be fixed on him. He 
was pale, and about to fall from his chair. 

It is said, but with what truth we know 

not, lady A V , in an under 

voice, exclaimed — " Now, Annette !" and 
Annette, understanding the hint^ Jizinted! 
The breakfast-table was instantly in great 
confusion. Sir James opened a window — 

lady A— V presented her salts — 

and Mr. Fitzroy recovered. 

In due time Annette returned; but 
even her fainting made no visible impres- 
sion on him. He could have said, he was 
very " much obliged to her;" but the 
words would have been commonplace and 
vapid, and out of nature — a lust^ naturct 
quite; he Was not even touched by it in 
the slightest degree, because he did not 
think it real or natural, and lady A— — 
V began to despair.* 

Annette was a fine creature; but he 
did not " aflfection her,** as the phrase 
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says. She. sung divinely, and played as 
well — drew admirably — could really touch 
on modern literature with no mean hand. 
But, no ; Cupid would not be sought — he 
must come voluntarily, or not at all. But 
whilst all this playing at fight took place, 
a far dififerent scene was acting at Brun- 
dale. 

. Mr. Faulkner, on riding down one morn» 
ing, with infinite surprise, heard Beatrice 
was gone to the Miss Coxe's, and that 
Mr. Coxe had taken her in his gig. He 
felt hurt she had not told him of her in- 
tention; and Mrs. Wycherly perceiving 
the working of the spirit within, said--* 
" Oh ! it is only for the day. Indeed 
there had been some coolnesses, entirely 
between themselves, for / could never di- 
vine what it was ; so she is gone to be re* 
oonciled to them. Mr. Coxe drove her, 
to be sure; but what of that?, she does 
not mind the weather. Stay and dine 
with us ; she will be home to tea." 

Mr. Faulkner stayed, but Beatrice did 
not arrive to tea; and as he was engaged 
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tp suppar at Mr. L'Oste's, be was just g^- 
il3g to <H*d^r hifi bors^, when a serv^mt^ i^ 
tb^ Coxes' liv^y, rode up tbe }awn; be 
bipugbt 9 letter, tbe purport of wbu^h 
^m^ to entreat some clothes might he ^mt 
to Beatrioe, as she wished to sta^y s^ f(^w 
days- A few lines of this may sufSce^-r-r 

** There is a ball to be given at -r^, 

which my kind friends wish m^ to yldt; 
many other things, my dear mother, prs^ 
me to request you will permit Bie to be 
ftom home a week," 

In the midst of the disquidtion, .of whe^- 
tjier leave should be granted or npt^ Mr. 
Faulkner found it nine o'clock, conse- 
quaitly time for him to \)e off, and away 
he went; away also went Mrs. Wycheriy, 
to select some dresses (or Beatrice-r-^seiit 
them, and all seemed trancpnlUzed, fit 
least for a time. 
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CHAPTER X. 



The sea that was awhile so calm. 

The windy which laid without a breath ; 

The heart that beam'd no diought of barm. 
But peaceful seem'dy as one in death. 

All of a sudden thero arose, 

The wild wind's power, the sea-storm's swell, 
The heart grew pressed with many woes, 

The tempest deep, and heavy fell. Author. 

Mr. Faulkner felt some difBcolty in curb- 
ing his mind as to Beatrice's conduct ; he 
fidt her shyness towards him most sensibly, 
and so &r did he work upon his own feel- 
ings, as to write her a small note, begging 
an explanation of the past: the burning 
desire he felt vanished, when he reflected 
she must have given Mr. Coxe some pro* 
mia&p-^^some vow, and then broken it. It 
9HU possible she migJd love him ; if so^ 

VOL. III. M 
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they must part ; he would have a personal 
ipterview with her, and insist on an ex- 
planation taking place. He could not en- 
ter even on that without dread ; to sepa- 
rate himself from her, seemed a sepanu 
tion from himself. Yet he could not ad- 
mit the idea of loving a woman, who per- 
haps cared but little for him. He mount- 
ed his horse, and rode over to lord Coxe's 
— sent his name up — and requested to see 
Miss Wycherly, if she was at liberty. 

" Heavens and earth I" exclaimed Bea- 
trice, when she heard of his arrival, cover- 
ing her face with her hands, " what shall 
I do ? What will become of me ?** 

" Do not see him," said Miss Coxe, 
calmly ; " there are but two roads for you 
to pursue ; your fate is in your own hands; 
your destiny — your future destiny, de- 
pends upon your strength of mind now.*' 

•* How shall I redeem my honour^-my 
word !" exclaimed Beatrice, not daring to 
lift up a face in which agony was fixed. 
f^ How shall I dare to meet the eyes of 
my parents ?** 
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•* How will you dare to meet the eyes 
^— the frown — of "* 

" Oh, spare me-— spare mef she cried, 
in an agony — " I no longer protract — I 
no longer waver. No — I will not see 
him. — Go," she cried» bitter tears rolling 
down her cheeks, and appealing to the 
servant ; " you must say I am engaged— 
I cannot be seen ;" and when the message 
was given, she sank down on her seat, in 
a stupor of despair. 

The servant returned, after the lapse of 
a few moments, and laid a small piece of 
paper on the table, which, she said, re-f 
quired an answer. 

" Look up, dear Beatrice," said Miss 
Coxe, touched by her despair, " look up ; 
think how much we love you : bear the 
trial— and speak to me, dear girl ; we are 
all your friends." 

But Beatrice remained, with her head 
sunk on her bosom, her hands clasped to- 
gether, as if in the most violent struggle 
of mind and soul, and her eyes half closed: 
Ma 
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«' Mr» FattJkn^er mnd^ a, note to you,** 
said Miss Coxe; ** read the conteDts^ and 
returp bim a r^ply : the spon^ all t3 done 
the betl^." 

She took up the slip pf p^iper^ and put 
it hefiwe Bwtrictf^ ey^i ^he words, w^re 

— .'^ BpATBICii^ I IJ^ftf ANI> TO SPE YOU f 

and. as thQ d^pairing ope ^^d them» a 
sens^ofb?? situation ^me awpsji hfy mind, 
and she arosQ ta go. 

" What would you do?*^ e%<^hAm^^ 
)Aiss Cox^» catching her by tho arm, and 
Ipokipg, at the saw^ monnent, intently 
into her countenanqe. 

" I rnust see him/' said Beatrice ; " da 
not attempt to change mQ from my pur- 
pose : miy resolyet i^ made ; bard, is tbo 
trial^^itter are the tears I shed; but; 
trust, to m^r and ^it^ a (}esperate effort 
she tore herself from her frien4» and hur- 
ried, to tbe room wbfre ber Ipver waft. 
,.Ife yras. standing with bl^ baqlf t(^wawfc 
ber; a,nd $o Uttle noi^e did sh^ make on 
hi^^^^ffe^ tha^^he bad tip^e to csom- 
pose herself before sjbe ventured to let him 
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know she was there. She dried her eyes ; 
mid puttitig aside h^ handkcrdiief^ at last 
Ventured to dddtie^ him by his ntme. 

^With a calm but steadfast Idok he tiihi. 
ed round, and approarfied her--*" I fear 
you think me introsive," he said, when he 
^Duld command his Toice sufficiently to 
speak ; ** but my feelings were to confused, 
and my mind so petplexed by thoughts 
which would intrude, that I could no 
lomger rest, without sppeaHi^g to Beatrice 
herself^ to knbw what this onUhiet means; 
whether," and his voice dropped, *' she 
m^ans it as & signal for a separation be- 
tween herself aisd me, in favbnr of some 
o&ir more fi)l;tunate being?" 

BeattSde, with an emotion not to ^be 
de8cribed--4» powerful toudi of tenderness 
Whic^ few could have resisted, presented 
and caught his hand in her own; nor did 
4ie relinquish it for some time-^not till 
h^ tears had fallen upon it, and her agi* 
tatlon been such as half convinced him he 
was yet beloved.— •* That we must part> I 
know ; but, cki I in mercy to my honour 
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—to my heart — to my feelings, think not 
I have been so worthless as to deceive 
you ! I will no longer persevere in that 
which must be inevitable destruction — I 
will open my heart to you, and then you 
may spurn me from you." 

^ Spurn you from me ! Oh, my Bea- 
trice!'* exclaimed Mr. Faulkner, in a voice 
which subdued Beatrice to tears. 

" Yes ; from the first— when you first 
condescended to love me, I knew we could 
never be united ; I knew — I foresaw — we 
must part.'* 

** You knew — ^you foresaw ! Why, 
then, Beatrice, did you encourage me to 
imagine — to conjure up a dream of hfiss, 
so' soon — so eveilastingly to perish, at the 
expence, it scans, of your own feelings— 
your word — and what is even more pre- 
cious — your honour?" 

** My honour I redeem," she cried, bury- 
ing hear face in her handkerchief, ^ata 
fatal, an extraordinary price — and that 
^nce is yourself ! Oh! do not turn away 
irom n>e— A) not despise me; the re- 
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proQches — the agonicis of my own heart 
are enough!" 

*• Dear, deluded girl,** said the generpus 
lover, ** I will never reproach you ! and I 
^uld not find it in my heart to despise a 
being T once loved — and still love so well. 
Come what may, I must be your friend." 
" Promise me, that," she said, with ex- 
treme and excessive energy, " when we 
meet, it may not be in coldness of hearty 
or mere common politeness, which is even 
worse than indifierence itself." 

** I promise you that," he replied, firm- 
ly, ** on one condition, that you reveal to 
me the true and sincere motive which 
px)mpts you to reject me. Tell me now ; 
and whatever it may be, it has my for- 
giveness." 

She sunk on her knees, embracing his 
as she knelt — " Go," she cried, in a wild 
and piercing accent — " go, whilst I have 
strength to part from you : leave me for 
ever-^dd let the agony I feel, convince 
you it is not loss of love which makes me 
part ! Go, or my heart— my good resolve 
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must £iil, for nature cannot beaif the 
struggle P 

Paralyased at her words and manheiv 
Mr. Faulkner could only raise her frtftn 
her knees — ^* You alarm me — you distress 
yourself, my dear Beatrice," he said, ptes^ 
ing her to his heart. " You love me ; 
and you know to what extent / love you. 
You tell me we must part-^Why ? You 
unhappily have made some promise^^is it 
hot so? You are now forcing yourself to 
abide by it, at the expence of your owtt 
happiness and mine. But who is it vnll 
extort the petfcnmance of a vow, when 
they see your distress?" 

** It is voluntary,^' she replied, Strug* 
gling to free herself from his grasp. ** Pray 
leave me ; and take with you my wishes 
for your peace — your welfare, with some 
being more deserving you than myself. I 
miist go." 

" You leave not this room, till you havcf 
told me why we sciparate," said Mr. Faulk- 
ner, with extreme and anxious tenderness. 
*• I cannot be tortured by suspense, nqr 
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xasi I divfest'inysftf of hope, until you 
]^mir9e\f sbalLgiye the filial Uow; for if 
you love me, you may ydt be tnine.** 

^ Ud, no, no,** she answered; ** I must 
ndt^'-^dare not think of you ;" and strug- 
gling away from bis grasp, ^e darted out 
of the room^ 

MissCoxe met her on the staircase, to 
catcdi herin; het:arm«*— ^" It it past-^he 
h gone/* she cried ; ^* we a*e parted for 
evte-— ©ever,, n^ver agairi to 'meet T and, 
flitting on her friend's hosom, she fainted 
away^ 

Confounded M-tbe mptery and p»- 
ideoted tenoT' of her eoiMlacti Mr. Faulk^ 
ner cdnid only bopb for Jmother inrarview; 
the reason of their separation was yet un- 
known to him^ and he reserved to entreat 
her once again to meeE hiA^'M^o^ treat him 
as a friend— 4f she had anh^ !Sorrow8> to 
open them tx) him; and all iik' Ins power he 
wottid gladly dx> to» alienate . them. He 
\x^ged pens and paper, and ]eh a letter 
icH* her on that rabject, to whicl^ in a few 
days, be reoeired die following re^dy :«— ^ 

H S 
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** You have proxnisied fo he my 
friend; you teH tne (dopiteyi^y incxMi^ 
sistency of 6ondu<pt), * you wiH do all 743^ 
can to serve me, in any way which may 
restore my peace,' for indeed I have but 
little comforfc left I have redeemed my 
lost word, and my honour; I have made 
a sacrifice, which is so great, I know not 
whether I can exist under the fanal. I 
am not desolate, I am only wretched, mi- 
serable, and unhappy. .You have asked 
me to state my requests^ and you wiH 
comply with them. One is, that I may 
never see you more— at least not tijl I 
can meet you with firmness and calmne$9. 
Better for me and my feelings bad it been» 
had we never met. But this is from tbe 
purpose. You ask me to rev^l to you 
'why we part? The crisis is approach- 
ing, when not only you, but all the worl4 
must know tiie reason ; and in all human 
probability, beibre another motith is dapp- 
ed, my mother will tell you the faruth— 
the plain motive for a separtetion, which 
I am certain you must dien think etemaL 
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When I retrace back the hours I have 
passed in your society — ^the affectionate 
interest you took in all my pursuits^ my 
pleasure, my peace, my mind misgives 
me ; I dare not linger on the thought — I 
dare not give way to a retrospect so pain^ 
ful — once so pleasing. I must avoid it, as 
I would any increase of affliction ; it must 
perish, or it will break my lieart Again, 
how shall I meet the frown of angry pa- 
rents— -disappointer of their hopes, and 
blaster of all their fond dreams ! 

" This letter I must not dwell on.— 
Farewell ! And believe no one can, even 
now, have a greater interest in your wel- 
&re— your peace, than the 

" Miserable and unfortunate 
" Beatrice Wycherly." 



Some days passed by in all the harass- 
ing feelings of suspense and banished hope 
^r— in all the desolation human nature feels, 
when the keen knife of fate severs one 
sweet link from the chain of existence : 
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rowful repaitance. Time must blunt the 
loonies of despair: time, with steady 
hand, wipes away the traces of grief from 
our eyes; and if Time is let to have his 
rdgn, we shall have no need of any thing 
else to cure us. It is while the incarcera- 
tion and cure are performing, the invaHd 
feds ; but let them cut to the heart, down 
to the seat of life itself, if the malady be 
but forgotten and set aside. 

Mr. Faulkner, on his return from one 
of his solitary rides, found a letter from 
Mrs. Wy cherly laying on his table. Eager 
to peruse its contents, he tore it open, and 
deciphered (though it was twilight, and 
no candles were in the room) the follow- 
ing words : — 



" DEAR SIR, 

"By this you will perceive I 
have something of moment to communi- 
cate, relative to Beatrice. Indeed, this is 
a most sorrowful hour to me, and all of 
us. She tells me you are parted: to say 
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I was astonished at this piece of intelli- 
gence, would be but expressing little. ' I 
am entirely ignorant of the cause. She 
begs me to say she wishes to see you ; and, 
therefore, if you will dine with us to- 
morrow, at half-past' three, I hope all will 
again be amicably settled. She dedres 
her regwt^s— friendly regards, I think she 
says, in which Mr. W. and myself most 
cordially unite; 

** And believe me to be, 

" DEAR SIR, 

" Your &ithful friend, 

** M. Wycherly. 
** BrundalCf Ikiesday morningr^ 



Mr. Faulkner dispatched one of his ser- 
vants with a note> to say he would, with 
pleasure, wait upon Mrs. Wycherly, and 
that be should feel most happy if all could 
be " amicably settled ;" but, though every 
thing was involved in mystery, he t^ 
much feared it could never be the case. ^ 

Accordingly he went; all was friend 
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^hip and kiiuhies^ on the pcort of Mr. Wy- 
cherly ttnd his. wife. Sa^bridgie himself 
was on the tapi^ to know what parted 
two whom nothing oii^A^ to part. Bea- 
trice did not appeal" at dioner; and it wa^ 
after that meal was di$patcbed»,Mn Faulk- 
ner found himself ushered into the draw- 
ing-room, where she was, alone. Both 
were, for a moment, under the same in- 
fluence of feeling; and both, that they 
might be firm, paused ere they trusted 
their lips to speak. Beatrice, however, 
was by &r th^ most calm, the most com- 
posed; and, as she rested her hand on the 
back of a chair, mid pointed to another, 
she said — " You, I hope, will pardon my 
intruding on your feelings a second time, 
eren though I confess, at the moment, I 
tim'salf4ntere^ted in the request;' but it 
iB you Vfho must endeafvour to make peace 
witiii my &mily far me ; it is yoo miio 
have promi^ to be my friaid, und this I 
demand^ I entreat at your hands. You 
muit break the mystery to theto, which / 
have kept secret for so long a time;'' 
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** I will do what you require,"* he an- 
swered, gathering strength from her firtQi«. 
ness ; •• any task you may iitypose, 1 will 
readBy execute.''^ 

^' You must tell tktem tben^" she ex* 
daimed, clasping her hand on his atm, 
" I AM A Catholic r 

« Oh, Beatrice," he rcfplied, letting fttt 
her hand witih a nervcteas notipp, ^thofv 
ii^teed i see no hope V" He veiled hnrfiaie 
Sut^a radmentwithjliis-hand, vrkidk hmi 
Yfestt ^xpeoided otisr hfariforelraid. '^^.Tfait 
lasted but for a short time ; the coti^ukbtvi 
moticm of ftelin^ was gbriei^ but wika ^c- 
oeeded- bygone of less evidiid, yet tnors 
restraihed pain.i*-** By Uiose mutual v6wa 
of love, we once so happily plfghted^ have 
mercy on yourself {r-^hink before it it too 
late.- 

*. I haxie thought Vl ^m prepared ior 
difficulty — for unkindries^'' sherepliis^^ 
♦•for all the wprld can throw in my path* 
I save what is far more predous to me 
than my parents' aflfectk>n — moreprecioiis 
than your love— I save my own soul 1 
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'^Wbuld to God I had the poi/^er of turn- 
ing, and of preserving you !" 

« Enthusiast !" said Mr. Faulkner, nds- 
ing his eyes to hers, " I have known those 
who have abandoned religion for love; 
but you sacrifice all that is dear to you 
for religion. But oh, my. Beatrice, be- 
ware! reject not the clear evidences of the 
pure, simple, Protestant &ith, which ex- 
plains and comforts, for one of mystery 
and superstitimi^-^one whidi darkens and 
shades the mind with an everlasting 
gloom!" 

** Stay !" and her voice was, for a mo- 
m^it, raised by powerful emotion—" we 
met, tbat you might be the mediator be* 
tween my parents and mysdf; we met, 
not to discuss^ but to part in peace, and 
not to animadvert on religious tenets. 
You to your feith— I to mine ; and per- 
ha|is, at the last hour, we may each be 
cxnnforted and consoled by the religion 
we have professed. The God of heaven 
may befur my prayer, as well as yours, 
though presentsed at his throne in a diflfe^ 
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rent farm ; for 'tis by the heart alone he 
judges.** 

" Pause on the sacrifice,** was all Mr. 
Faulkner could say. " Let me ask you,** 
he added, after a slight pause, ** how you 
could change^— how renounce a religion 
your father, mother, and lover pro- 
fessed?** 

** How could I renounce what I knew 
not ?•* she said, withfinn composure. " In 
my early youth, it was not explained to 
me ; in later years, no inquiry was made 
of my religious precepts. I formed my 
own mind. I read books of the Catholic 
feith. I dwdt on works which spoke of 
that religion, as ' the religion only by 
which we can be saved;* and my friends, 
the Coxes, being of the same persuasion 

^But why do I dwell on this ? *Tis 

you who must break it to my paients; 
*tis you must heal the breach, and th& 
bonds which I snap asunder.** 

** It strikes me th«i, you made some 
vow to your firi€lnds» never to depart from 
that faith,** he said. 
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^ I intde ti vow,'* sbe exclaimed, i^ith 
sudden candour, " never to unite , myself 
to a man of a Afferent faith to myself; 
imd that vow L tviU keep/* 

^ You will ?" he exdaimed, steadfly re- 
^linquiflhing her hand, i- . 

** Yes ; ^ no earthly, power can move me. 
I have felt agony, distress, and misery ^iti 
givittg the blow to ny own hopes ; but I 
feel for .dl-^«'4ray firfhi^r, my mother^ fmd 
ibr ycfUi . I know, I ste what it liaust iie, 
&r evw to'.fae pat off &om your sodetyf««- 
(teaft^ gushed to her eyes as she spoke)?*^ 
jbut tt txm^ ^e. ^ I hfaveiheard you ssay, 
^you despi^d^ tins fidth \> yiou would dot. 
bftve a womaoii who cherbhed it for the 
WDTld. Yo6r fathar mwle .you pnoiniae 
tMi you i»ver would umte yourself, to 
one who ihdmght as I do. Think what I 
must foel;: think of my Buflferings now. 
^orgive-rMohy forgive meil was weak, 
frail, and unresisting; but my love for 
ytfd prevailed, for ^a time, and m%ht even 
now, had not my frienda stepped in and 
saved me. Let me say, the few comforts 
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my home once posseesed^ made me seek 
comfort in religion. It ww to Mias Coxe 
I imparted my grieft; and she, by letters 
the mo^t kind and afleetionate, expound- 
ing a}90 that faith which I embraced^ has 
made a>e what I am* I am loosening my 
earthly ties ; I endeavour to cast them ofi^ 
to malke my religion my idoL I own it 
is a task, a heavy and afflietive task ; but 
Heaven apportions our trials to our 
ati^ngtb. Tbe world mi^y. abandon me--<* 
my father, mother, sisters^ may upbraid 
me-^^bidt I can bear it. aU.'* 

The trembling and unsteady hand whkb 
she passed athwart her face, aud the eold 
^iver which darted through her frame, 
$eemed to deny this; it was only for a 
moment it existed, and then it passed 
away. 

" A few days since," she said* ** and I 
had not strength to part — at least, to part 
in firmness." Her lips quivered, but she 
compressed them together, to hide the pal* 
paUe ^motion which aiQtuated th^m^ '' But 
l«aT^. m?^ and thut soon,, fi^ our eakib 
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ness cannot reign for ever. There are 
those to whom a sense of religion has 
come in a tempest and whirlwind ; there 
are those who have heard the * still small 
voice' amid leisure and contentment ; but 
I have distinguished it amid sorrow and 
perplexity/' 

** Yours is misguided zeal," said Mr. 
Faulkner ; " faint, and easily set aside." 

" No," she replied, " you are mistaken 
and wrong ; 'tis uumalleable, and will not 
yield to persuasion." 

" Do let us debate these matters as 
we were once wont to do more trivial 
things," said the lover. " It may be, my 
Beatrice, when the purity of our religion 
may be more revealed to you, it may turn 
your heart to our God, and to our faith." 

" I am so fixed," she replied, " the world 
could not turn me ; and if there be zeal 
in my cause, I cannot forsake it." 

" Nor will I, if my earthly happiness — 
my poss^sions^-^my all, were to be torn 
from me, forsake mine," he said, ** to em- 
brace one where the holy religion itself is 
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abused and defaced, and the mind is per- 
plexed, and the imagination made subser* 
vient to idols. Consider-— weigh well all 
you have embraced." 

" I have considered well. I know to- 
morrow — and it will be too late to turn ; 
but can I ever turn when I have found 
the way to heaven ?" She laid her hand 
on his arm — " light was the touch, but it 
thrilled to the bone," and with a firm 
voice said — " Now we must part." 

Then was the time the hands which 
had met so often in warm and tender pres- 
sure, in generous and devoted affection, 
must be clasped, and sever never more to 
meet ; and two beings, who fondly loved, 
must take their last farewell. But when 
Beatrice raised her eyes, the firmness she 
had assumed gave way ; her heart mis- 
gave her, and she burst into an agony of 
tears. 

Mr. Faulkner caught her in his arms, 
and embraced her for the last time. 

^ They sin who tell us love can die ; 
Wiih life all other passions fly*- 
All others are bat vanity. 
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^ In heaven ambition cannot dwelly 
Nor av'rice in the vaults of hell ; 
Earthly, these passions of the earth, 
They perish where th^ have their hirth ; 
But love is indestnictibie. 

'* The holy flatne for ever burnetii; 

From heaven it came— <to heaven retutnetli; 

Too oft on earth a troubled guest. 

Then hath in heaven its perfect rest : 

It soweth here with toil and care; 

But the harvest* time of love is there. 

** Oh ! when a mother meets on high 

The babe she lost in infancy^ 

Hath she not then for pains and fears^ 

The day of wo, the watchful night, 
For all her sorrow, all her tears, 

An over-payment of deligbt V* 



CHAPTER XL 



After some time, Mr. Faulkner heard 
Beatrice had left home — a home rendered 
most miserable to her by perpetual* and 
yet natural exhortations of her friends, to 
change her religion. Sh^ had been ill; and 
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be reflected it was not unlikely that the 
distraction and uneasiness of her mind had 
had a severe influence on her health ; he 
was more inclined to think this, because 
he had observed a considerable alteration 
in her looks, since the time which had 
elapsed between their two meetings. When 
he inquired of her mother how she was, 
he was told — ** She is better — much bet- 
ter;** but meeting by accident her bro* 
ther-in-law, Mr. Holt, he heard she was 
^* very ill.** He continued his inquiries 
until he discovered she was out of danger, 
and in a state of convalescence : he then 
named her no more in his conversations, 
but rather seemed to avoid hearing her 
mentioned, resolved to forget her if pos- 
sible. 

His sister, Mrs. Harvey, with a made- 
moiselle Nantz, came down to stay a short 
time at his house. It was fortunate made* 
moiselle Nantz was handsome and agree- 
able — could ride single, and play the harp. . 
Mademoiselle had that inexplicable power 

VOL. III. N 
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of chaitoing the imagination to tr^bs, dT 
engaging the admiration of the Ibteneiv 
without dilating in an extrarf^ant man- 
ner on her stories, or rendering the sense 
of them a l)it iess than it was. 

Mademoiselle, as we said before, was 
handsome ; she knew it~ATas ardi and gay 
— -^nd, without any peculiar moiiTe, she 
came to stay at Mr. Faulknei^s house, ad* 
mired it as she was driven up, and thou^t 
the owner a very handsome man, was con- 
tent to think he was a good man also» and 
very content when she heard an early day 
fixed for her departure. Mademois^ 
was not a Catholic-Heiress to a large fcr- 
tune, which would devolve to her on the 
death of her only remaining parent^ m9r 
dame Nantz, who resided in town, and 
was an intimate friend of Mrs. Harvey. 

There was a beautiful little air made- 
n^iselie was singing one day, which she 
r^retted had not better words to it, and^ 
in mere pkty fulness shje begged Mr Faulk- 
ner w(^uld exeirt his skilly as a: pbet^ and 
write some to it 
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He pleaded inalMtity ; and then, snatch^ 
ing up a peaeil^ wrote sametfaing in praiae 
of her beauty instead ; but, on our word 
and honour, there was no flirtation; it 
waa mere badinage and sportiveness^— no^ 
thing more. 

WdU, madeoKMBelle Nantz slipped the 
paper into her porie-feuille of moreeau/v, 
and would have thought no more about 
it, had not Mra, Harvey assured her *^ it 
mas odd Joha ^should write such things^» 
for he had just been disappointed in love ; 
^id iiow/'^she addect ^' he is going the 
same road ^yer again i and I shall leave 
the Lodge as soon as possible.'' 

*^ I wisb>" said mademokeile, and it was 
a complete wisb of curiosity, *^ that I could 
see the damsel who won your brother^s 
heart. Pray is sber pfetty ?' 

'* Not at all; viery pliain; a good figure 
— *^easing--r€lever9 and agjioeafale. But 
if you wish to see her^ and know her, that 
w^ oaa easily acwmf^h. Sbe is stayifig 
witb^ Mrs. Holtv and we can mvart an 
N 2 
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excuse for going there. Leave John at 
home, and the thing can be done.'' 

It was agreed; but adverse fate con* 
trived, the very morning these kdies went 
to Mr. Holt's, Beatrice was out. They 
called again ; she was engaged, 

•* Well," said Mrs. Harvey, '' they will 
at least return our calls ; ** we won't stir 
out a day this week, and so we shall surely 
see her." But, on the very last day be- 
fore the week was up, the morning pit)ved 
fine, the sun shone, and Nature herself 
tempted them to ride out. They went; 
and immediately on their return, laying 
on the table nvere two cards — ** Mrs. 
William Holt," and « Miss Wycherly.'' 

This was intolerable; and mademoi- 
selle Nantz became so im{^tient of seeing 
her, that Mrs. Harvey invited a party to 
dinner, including Mr. and Mrs. Holt, and 
Miss Wydierly, specifying, at the same 
time, Mr. Faulkner was out ; and made- 
moiselle had the satisfaction of finding the 
card answered her most Sanguine wishes. 
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Mrs. Holt and Miss Wycherly would 
come. 

, Beatrice, unconscious she was under- 
going an examination, was easy, but me- 
lancholy ; she received Mrs. Harvey's kind 
attentions with grateful politeness^ and 
fistened to mademoiselle Nantz with an 
air of pleasure and respect: they talked 
of books, literature, countries and nations, 
till Mrs. Harvey drew off her attention, 
by inquiring "vHiether she had been ill ? 
- The questbn was ill-timed; and Bea^ 
trice, with a smile, said — " No ; the situa- 
tion of my sister^s house is supposed to af- 
fect me; but I am sure it is not the situa- 
ti(m. £ ^ow thin ; and thin people are 
coming into fashion.** 

Mademoiselle Nantz being in charming 
spirits, the day passed off well. Though 
it may not seem unnatural in us to re* 
mark, Beatrice was far from being either 
OHXifortable or happy : the Lodge, in 
which some c^ her happiest hours had 
been passed, whose owner she loved with 
a tender afifection-^the lawn, laid out and 
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improved under her taste — tfae grottoes*-* 
the walks, never were to be hfers ; and she 
was not sorry whw Mrs. Holt rose to go, 
and she wag once mone i& tfaeearriage to 
return home. 

*^ A charming woman, that mademoi*^ 
selle Nantz,'* said Mrs* Hdt, after th^. 
had been seated some time in the chariot. 
^' What lovely eyes ! and tvfaat beautiful 
teeth and hair! so attractive- too!" 

Beatrice found ber heart diange cold, 
when she remembered the power sSl ma^ 
demoiselle's captivaticms might have on 
Mr. Faulkner; y^ she tried to subdue 
all sense of a jealous feeling, and repHed**** 
'^ She is indeed very deli^tftil ; I admire 
her.** 

" Ob, Beatrice, that yon had never 
changed !" said Mrs. Holt, with deep fe^ 
ing. ** Turn your eyes to that generous 
man ; his worth-^his prineiple^-r^his heart ; 
least and last, let me add, his f<Hiune*-<Jii» 
birth. My dear, dxae sister, do pause, 
before it is too late I'' 

^^ What is aU yew have ttdd, weighed 
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against my BOUL ?•* replied BeatA» ^- t)d 
not touch upon a sut^^ct so tender. MrJ 
fVittlkner*'' 6he added, with despertte cekn* 
ness, '* in all probabllityi may Yort lAdd^^ 
moiselle Nantz— I can beftr thai; I ean 
bear any thing but what reflects on ttiy- 
religion. Had my faith been U> haVe 
been shaken, he would have done it. All 
human appeals-^the prayers of my mb^ 
ther, my father — the cries of nature itsetf, 
are cold, to his solicit^itions ; yet I hafv^ 
withstood them. Time nor affliction cftfti 
ever change me.** 

Susan was silent; and tears alone made 
any reply. 

•* I know,** said Beatrice, stifling her 
emotion, ** what is about to fall upon me ;. 
my father reftises I should ever again en* 
tet his doors; my mother calls me her' 
ungrateful and undutiful daughter. If 
they knew to what extent I loved them 
- — But they do not. Ybu are the only 
part of my family who will receive me^ 
and you shall not have the burthen long. 
My feelings art roused : I have enthusiasm^ 
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ttid zeal— I have perseverance and strength. 
I shall leave you; when they can forgive 
me, I will return ; but till then, you will 
know not where I resida** 

*^ You are madP said Susan, seizing 
her hand. 

'^ No, I am calm; I speak from my 
reason. I have a heart to bear, and a 
mind of strength. I have friends too— - 
generous friends. My parents can never 
force me to marry : they may force me to 
leave them — to abandon my own native 
country, and perhaps never to see them^ 
more. But perish the thought, which 
bids me cease to love them T 

As Beatrice spoke, the chariot lamp 
gleamed full upon her face, which was. 
lighted up with a flash of pale frenzy ; it 
lasted but a moment, then vanished as it 
came. 

*' And where do you go?*' said Susan, 
gently. ** To keep us in ignorance will 
be unjust, cruel, and unkind.*' 

" I go to Italy, with my fiiends, the 
Coxes. There are convents there— —but I 
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shall not seek that kind of life. And 
when I am &r away, let, oh let me hear 
of your welfere!'* 

** Indeed you distract me by these 
thoughts," said Susan ; ^' you leave your 
father, at an advanced period of life, sub- 
ject to a dangerous and rapid disease. 
You shall not ga** 

The moment of bending the purpose 
from Beatrice seemed past; she grew re- 
served and mdancholy, assuming a cold- 
ness to the &mily by whom she was sur- 
rounded, weeping incessantly: her mind 
once developed to the world, she no longer 
restrained herself from openly foUowing 
the dictates of it ; and from the ingenuous 
^rl of frank and pleasing manners, she 
became gloomy and cold; her very being 
itself seemed concentrated into one ray, 
one focus, and one object; and Susan 
feared that she would embark on some 
desperate scheme, which might for ever 
^Uurken her future days: she entreated 
her to consider her house ha* home; that 
she would never name the subject of re- 
K3 
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ligion to her agam ; that her opinions and 
fittth should never more be mterfeed with ; 
but to all this, the mistaken Beatrice re- 
{died— " You will be only thought to en- 
courage me in my waywardness. I must 
suffer, but it shall be alone/' 

She however promised to stay some 
weeks, as it required time to prepare for 
her departure to Italy ; and she had a la- 
tent hope that her parents might foi^ve 
her ; they might, on a knowledge of her 
plans, consider and pause before they pro- 
ceeded to extremities; but she judged 
falsely in that idea.—" Let her r^pait 
her folly," they said. 

** Oh, may they never r^ret their 
harshness !" was her reply, and she biirst 
into tears. 

'* Remember," said Susan, as she threw 
her arms round Beatrice's neck, ** a home 
oaee abandoned, cannot be r^ained. You 
may make kind, generous, nobleJiearted 
fri^ids ; but parents once jk)st, oai^not be i^ 
jBkored ; and what will the v^odd say, when 
they are^ tapld yQjU;f<»$OQk lyowf hXm^ you 
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fcigot the ties of nature— -tiie ties of evety 
tender feeling, as a saerifice for your owA 
gratification r > 

'' Let them who argue thus,'' ^aid Beai- 
trioe, calmly, " reflect on what I sacrifioe 
fi»r my religion ; let them ask themselveB 
what gratification there is — giving up aM 
this world cherishes-~what this woiid can 
hold out to me, after parting with all 
whidi eould make it desirable: ratbcfr 
let thena say, she sacrificed for the good 
of her SOUL." 

The wild enthu^asm of her air, thfe 
commanding manner in which she had 
spoken the latter words, caused Susan to 
kt fall her hand;—" Ycm judge mshly^** 
she said, weeping, as she turned away. 

" I judge wisely, you mean,** added 
Beatrice; " and here let the subject rest^ 
<xi all save this I can tdk with temper. I 
am slow to form resoluticuas, but oncfe 
they are madc^ few can turn them ; iand 
these can never be moved, unless my pa- 
rents receive and fcffgpive me.** 

After i^peatod ktt^ra had passed hs^ 
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tween Susan and her father^ Beatrice and 
lier mother, and no giving way appeared 
on either side, Beatrice adhered to her re- 
aolve of quitting England with her friends ; 
aiid for that purpose preparations were 
making, wh^i Mr. Fitzroy made hjs first 
call upon the new-married pidr. It did 
not seem that a man of brilliant under- 
standing, and handsome person, should 
produce any peculiar sensation in the bo- 
som of Beatrice, whose heart was occupied 
with different feelings; and Susan, after 
hearing her husband ask him to stay at 
their house till his own was finished, only 
ielt pleasure in the contemplation of en* 
joying the society erf an agreeable' and 
pleasing man. 

Beatrice was alike indifferent to his so- 
lidity of judgment, as she was to his at- 
tentioiis ; she took no delight in being by 
his side, or in his curricle; no pleasure in 
riding on horseback, nor in mu^ic ; but, 
^ith wild enthusiasm, the flame which 
had been so long smothered burst forth, 
«nd 43eem^d to consume every other. 
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•« It will Bum ittelf out," said Mr. Pitx- 
roy; " this zeal, this en thasiasm, never 
lasts; and your sister may one day see 
her error.** 

^ We can only deplore it,** replied Su- 
san, in reply ; for it was to be regretted, 
she was the last person in the world cal- 
culated to argue with Beatrice on the sub- 
ject of faith and religion ; she was unversed 
in religious controversy, had read but 
little, was timid and powerless in conver- 
sation ; she could only say — ** My religion 
is the best — ^it is the clearest ; why have 
you embraced any other?** She could 
adduce but few proofs of her religion being 
the best, only that it had fewer ceremo- 
nies, and was less mystical than the Catho- 
lic; she could not dive into theological 
disputes, nor " wage war'* against the com- 
prehensive mind of her sister. 

•* What a delightful man is Fitzroy r 
said Susao^ as she was sitting at work one 
day. " Beatrice, I wish, for your sake, he 
was a Catholic.** 

*' For my sake !'* replied Beatrice, grave* 



y Google 



^78 BEiuTKIOB. 

ly ; ^* that 13 very Jiind; Ji>at> I assure jrou, 
it would be of IK) use.'' 

" And then you won't ever ride with 
him," said Susan again. 

" But seldom, I own.** 

" Nor play to him ?** 

** You do that; and he admires your 
voice, and your singing : he does not heed 
me ; nor I him. He has agreeable tal^its, 
and is a man we must like ; but liking is 
not loving." 

** No, it is not How well he reads 
aloud too ! I wish William would ; but 
really he is so strange now. I cannot make 
out what is the matter with him. I can't 
say he has bad spirits, but he talks so 
little; and always leaves us to go round 
his estate, in which it was but the other 
day I heard him say, he had no real plea- 
sure. Now what could he mean by that ? 
I am sure here is every thing v^ry plea- 
sant." 

Fitzroy's sudden entrance stepped any 
further remark ; and at the same moment 
the chessrboard was produced,, and to 
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playing they went, Beati^ice pursuing her 
work at a distant table. 

It frequently happens, that a beautiful 
woman looks still more lovely by candle- 
light than daylight ; and, M Beatrice raised 
her eyes from her work, she perceived 
Fitzroy's eyes, instead of being on his 
men, fixed intently on thofie of Susan. 

^* Come," said she, pretmding gr^ftt 
haste, ** Mr. Fitzrcy, d^ go on. What 
are yoa thinking erf ?" 

" I ! oh, nothing ;** and with an air erf 
reccJlection he pursued his game. 

Beatrice thought his eyes leemed.to be 
expressing compassion and regret; he 
seemed, without knowing it, to he led 
away by the intensity of ins thought; and 
whateva* that was, it was of a peculiar 
nature, and one which he wanted courage 
to speak. 

Susan looked that evening unusually 
lovely; her fine and rich curling hair, in 
glossy ringlets^ falling over her polished 
forehead, confined only by a comb and 
small blue rose, added a simpli0<y tq Yier 
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countenance at once pleiMnng and simple; 
her eyes, blue and expressive, were filled 
with cheerful good humour ; and the roses 
on her cheek were not diminished by a 
pink curtain near which they sat. Bea- 
trice paused from her work to look at her, 
and as she did so, their eyes met 

"Won't you play?" said Susan, getting 
up. " Come, do; and I will go to Wil- 
liam, for he banishes himself quite away 
fi!t>m us ;" and without waiting for either 
an affirmative or negative, sl^ quitted her 
seat, and lightly danced out of the room. 

** What spirits she has !" said Mr. Fitz- 
roy, as if speaking to himself; " and she 
is gone to seek l^r husband to !" 

** Th^ are very enviable,*' replied Bea- 
trice, answering to the first part of his 
Speech. 

He started, as if embarrassed at her 
having heard any of his remark. — " Yes, 
they are indeed," he exclaimed, after a 
pause; ^' I wish they may always last!" 

Beatrice felt this as a prophecy ; but 
the prudeptly remained silent 
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CHAPTER XII. 



Will you ride with us this morning?'* 
said Fitzroy to William, as they sat at 
breakfast. *' Ik>, and see how they are 
getting on wilii my house." 

** I am engaged/' said William, oodly; 
^^and my wife has been reckoning so 
much of the ride altogetherw—*" and he- 
stopped. 

" Well, but that need not prevent you,** 
add Fitzroy. 

" No — that does not prevent me ; but I 
am engaged ; and a9 my horse is in, it all 
happens very well." 

^* But you have more than one horse," 
said Susan, with a look of entreaty. 

*^ Yes — ^but I do not wish to go ;" and 
there the tnatter rested. 
^ There had evidently been some diffe* 
rence of opinion between the married pair, 
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for a determined silence was kept until 
breakfast terminated, broken only by 
questions of common courtesy and polite- 
ness. Fitzn^ $eei}i^ to And himself un- 
comfortable ; and Beatrice, rousing herself 
from her gloom, entered into conversation 
with her sister, oa the oolour of the win- 
dow*blinds; and looking up to those in 
the room where they wem — ^* They w?e 
rather too dark»" 9bQ sftid^ gently ; ** 4Dd 
bav(^ a gloomy Cftsf 

" How lo«g do women keqp in the- 
same mind?" m^ WiUiaoif with a glance 
of sudden anger. " They were pKetty Hi 
week J^a** 

" I always, dear William, thought them 
a little too dark»" s^id Susan, mildly ; and 
she ta^ed in vain to nepross and hide the 
filing tear. 

Fitzroy turned away; and Beatrice 
appealed to her book for help. 

*' I ^hiJl be home to dinncf at four," 
said William, as he was leaving the room ; 
*\ mi in ell probability ^ball bring a firiiaiid ^ 
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with me ;'' aod^ with the nxst Dngradous 
m in the world, he tpok his depirture. 

"* Come, let us. rideT exebdmed Fitas^ 
loy, torning to Beatnoe arid Susan, *' for 
the mornings are so fin^ and we must 
take advantage of them early, as the afteiu 
noons dose in so soon* that it will be a 
pity if we miss the ofipwtunity ." 

** You most excuse me,'' said Beatriee^ 
""as the Cases intend calUtig, aind you. 
will not be gone mcMre than two houcs,'' 

'' Come tfaen, my dev Mrs. Holt, let 
us go," said Fitiiroy, nngiiig the bell ; and 
be ordered hk horses, m>t attending ta 
her entreaties of remaining at home. 

*^ Your sister had better go/" he said to 
Beatrice, when Susan was gone to equip 
herself: "^ a mind lik^ bars must not dwell 
on mabrioionial d)£ferenoea: If she eoM 
know—*'' and be checked himad^ in 
great and evident embarrassment. ^^ But 
I trast this is only a posing dioud. I 
think,** be added, after a pause, " your 
^>ter and Mn Hoh married for love ?'* 

Beatrice replied — " They did.** 
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He made no reply for a momi^t; Init 
at last, as he was apparently k)oking at 
Boxne distant olgect with his glass, be said 
— ** We scarcely know how to trust love, 
it deceives us so ; I am ccmvinced too Love 
wblmd." 

Beatrice looked up into his countaiance 
with an air of surprise and dismay ; and as 
she did so, he turned away from her glance, 
as if wishing to escape observation. — ** The 
best tempeirs will sometimes err,'' she said, 
calmly ; '^ and I am sure qo one could be 
ingry with Susan long; her very mild- 
ness invites i^tuvning affectkm and kind- 
ness. Something has disturbed William; 
but in another day all will be well and 
peaceful again." 

*' I lu^e so,"* said Fitzroy ; smd liie ear- 
nestness of his tone, with the generous in- 
flexion of voice, sufficiently convinced 
Beatrice his words were not mere com- 
monplace. ^* I hope so^" he repeated; 
and as he left the room with Susan, he 
said to Beatrice^^*' We promise ourselves 
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a most charming ride, and only wish you 
were of the party," 

She smiled — bowed— 4ind they parted. 
But the next day, and the next, only 
seemed to inorec^e William's gloom and 
Susan's melancholy: he was absent from 
home ; and when he did return, it was in 
dejected spirits. Fitzroy seemed all con* 
cem and apprehension ; he endeavoured, 
by all the persuasive arts in his power, to 
make peace between the married pair; 
but none of his exertions were crowned 
with success. 

Beatrice one evening entered Susan's 
dressing-room, and found her in tears ; and 
she anxiously inquired whether there was 
any thing in her power she could ^o to 
make her happier. 

" There is nothing can ever make me 
happy again," said Susan, giving way to 
a fresh torrent of tears. *' Oh ! I am most 
miserable and unhappy — I know not what 
I shall do, nor what will become of me ! 
Oh, if you knew all! — Oh, that he was 
likePitzroyr^ -' . 
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Catipfp^riimhslar^ fatal thiMge, imd Bea- 
trice thought so ; but it would have been 
unkind at that mooduent to have said so. 
She took her sister's faioid in hers, and, 
pvessi^ it with tend^niess^ said — ** I do 
aot desire to know what is the unhappy 
diffiearen^ between you and William ; in 
these things none can intei&re without 
danger; and I am sure there mi£st be 
some strai^ niiisrepi^esefktatioi^ which 
make two persons unhiqipy, who once «o 
teaidedly loved. Susan^ my B£ae sisteri 
I know what love is ; it can forgive a thou- 
sand fdlies^ — a thousand weaknesses and 
etrors;" 

*' There is no misrepresentation/' s^ 
Sosai^ in a broken voice ; . " what I knew 
is fatal truth, I feel it is tcier troe. I be* 
lieve it, though it gives me most inex- 
pressibly agony to do so.** 

Fitzroy's half sentenqe flashed aCKiss 
Beatrice's mind; the OMpy reports dso 
wtuch had circulated, ajk William's ex- 
pence, be&ire the marriage had taken 
place — the mystery which hadnever been 
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ittitatidled-^^be aflmee the family tbem- 
Mlves held concerning the i£hir of the 
beautiful young woman at Fantley, whom 
WiUiaih never named — (and if it was 
amy thmg honcmrable, why should he not 
do so?)— all concurred to impress her 
mind with a prophetic feeling the truth 
was at last developed.—** Have you spo- 
ken with youir husband concerning this?^ 
said; Beatrice r ** in even the worst occur- 
renees, something may be done.** 

** Spoken with him ! Na / shall ne- 
ver touch upon it ; my manner shall not 
^er--my tenderness shall be the same, 
even if my heart l»*eaks in the struggle* 
Oh! you caimot guess— nor do I wish you 
e^rcr to know — what I feel P* 

Susan, however, formed a false estimate 
of l^r own temper, whox she said she 
should not change — that her tendemess^ 
would be the same— and that no part c^ 
her n^nners i^ouM alter; the continued 
gloom of her husband — his indifibrence, 
ev^en worse than unkiiidness-^^s coldness 
ta ^ her alten^hs md milc^ss— ^ 
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length cbrkened her spirits, and with that 
shfide was mingled a reciprocal feeling c£ 
calm and cold sentiment 

Men's happiness ccmsists in active exer- 
tions — ^their enjoyments are less domestic— 
they have it in their power to escape from 
unpleasant sensations ; whilst women are 
obliged to be domestic*— to have a world 
of their own anu>ng their small affairs of 
household concerns; and Susan, in part 
with many others, felt a chill to all those 
little pursuits, when no smile of encou- 
raging and congenial love met her endea- 
vours. He no more asked her to sing, or 
play, or walk, but treated her with a sort 
of studied politeness, the mere effect of 
common courtesy; she enjoyed neither 
his love nor his confidence; and the strik- 
ing change in her appearance testified how 
severely and deeply she felt his conduct 
A thousand times she thought she would 
throw herself into his arms; but the day 
was gone by for such an effort of tender- 
ness — and her pride revolted at the idea, 
^le once cmly intruded into bis; study, 
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with a determination to oonyerse with hidoi 
on the subject of their misery ; but Iter 
heart failed her as she entered, and more 
particularly so when she saw him, with 
deep and intense emotion, reading a letter, 
or rather part of a letter, in a feminine 
hand. — ** Sir,"* said she, hesitating, and 
turning pale, ** I — want a book." 

** You can take one,'* he replied, put* 
tmg the letter aside; and he moved his 
diair, that she might with greater conve- 
nience get to the volumes. 

In laying her hand on the back of his 
seat, she, by chance, encountered his ; 
both hastily withdrew them, as if chilling 
fit>m the contact. Having selected a book, 
Susan prepared to go. 

** Oblige me, by staying a few mo- 
mentSy" said William, closing the door, 
but witliout testifying the least affection 
in his manner. ^' Your mother has com- 
manded me to argue with your sister on 
her rash determination : as I am so much 
^g^^g^ I depute that most unpleasant of 

VOL. in. . o 
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offices to you; there is her letter— «yon 
can make what use cif it you please/* 

Susan took it without speaking, and 
was proceeding towards the door again; 
her pride, her sffecikm, her tendemfc 
jfedings, were keenly wounded by his db- 
faot and repulsive mafiners ; but he stop- 
ped her by saying — " Do you go to 
Cranfordball?'' 

*' Yes," she answered^ " if you have no 
objection.'' 

"Oh! I can have ncme,** he replied; 
and thus they parted. 

Sorrow is piost heart-breaking and niost 
poignant when unrelieved by sympathy; it 
is even intolerable and overwhdimiQg; but 
Susan at least was relieved from this intotef- 
able sense of disquiet, by the partidj^dtion 
of Fitzroy in the gush of her grief at her 
husbaild's changed conduct Sfae;badl»c»u- 
tiouslyt and perhaps ilinprudently, plMed 
h&r cxmfidence in the po^verof ntliirdper- 
son : in her sister's gloomy mind^ ^e mW 
iio hope of comfort; she had fo0sides a 
feeling of pride, which kept har sUent 
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"With respect to her husband's fraiify, Fitz- 
roy was, she knew, aware of all ; he had 
been the person who had heard her ** tale 
of sorrows*^^— 4ier misery at indifference 
which she could not surmoupt or subvert, 
nor indeed account for. In the first burst 
of her grief, he had soothed her, by telUng 
her — ^* She was virtuous, innocent, and 
good ; and he hoped the knowledge she 
was faultless to her husband, would sub- 
due her regret aud calm her misery." 

But when, with an air of distraction, she 
asked — ** Does he love me still ? Can you 
tell me in what I have eryed towards him?" 
Fitzroy turned away, and was silent At 
last, on het repeating the question, he re- 
pKed — " You are faultless." 

" But her she exclaimed, with intense 
ei^emess, and fixing her eyes on Fitz- 
ro3r*s. 

•* Is a MAN," said Fitzroy, ^ subject to 

fi^ty; but God forbid I should be the 

means of planting a thorn in your bosom, 

or reveal— —In feet, I must not trust my- 

02 
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sdf to those feelings which predominate 
in your presence, for my hean bleeds for 
your distress." 

•* I may jiidge then," exdaimed Susan, 
** the extent of my misery ! He is Ud- 
worthy — ^he-^ "* 

" Let me entreat you," said Fitzroy, 
seizing her hand with the grasp and fer- 
vency of friendship, " to keep whatever 
you may think to your own bosom. Let 
him not imagine you suspect Be happy 
— ^treat him as well as you can-— imd let 
your virtue and innocence uphold you." 

"Oh, I have then lost his love!** she 
exclaimed, &lling into a frenzy of tears ; 
" and perhaps never shall regain it !" 

" Time, and your power o£ innocence,*' 
said Fitzroy, gently, " may do away whet 
reproaches and jealousy could but increase. 
I wish to act by you as I would by a be- 
loved sister ; tru^t to me, and you shall 
never find yourself betrayed. To a maq 
different to mysdf, you would have per- 
haps been wrong to confide ; but if I can, 
by my sympathy or my advice, give you 



y Google 



BEATRICE. 298 

a moment's peace, I am more than repaid." 

Susan's falling tears alone made any re- 
ply. 

** Depend on me!* said Fitzroy, when 
he left her. 

" Since I know the fatal evil," she said, 
as he wias about to close the door, " may 
I not also know the cireiimstances ? Is 
not the female young and beautifbl ? Is 
she not ^ 

•* I dare not— will not tell you," said 
the agitated Fitzroy, interrupting her; 
and he hastily disappeared. 

" At least," said the sorrowful wife, " I 
will not disgust him by my appearance f* 
and she^ tyith more than or£nary care, 
dressed herself in a dress she knew her 
husband had adn^ired— she caimed herself 
into feelings of kindness, and subdued the 
melandioly' which took possession of her 
mind: but she felt hurt when he took no 
notice of her, except to 6ay^— " Mrs. Holt, 
you will let my mother know about the 
Cranfbrd ball ; in all probability she may 
like to go-^J shall not." 
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^' Then I shaft decline its" said Susan. 

*^ Oh, there is lio reason why you i^uld 
not go ; Fitzroy and Beatrice will be of 
your party: ^UKd in all probabiUty my mo- 
ther will be there with you,** he answered. 
'• I wish you to go." 

^* You shall be obeyed," she. said, niild- 
fy; but it was very unlike the smiMqg 
mannet with Wbidi she was wc^t to say 
those words ; and she felt the tears gjc^tbeir- 
ing into her eyes as ^ iuiitcd StlfBj. 

'f I hav^ rmdonatrafted witb your bus- 
band," said Fitan;^y taSiisatiy as. h^ met 
her in the halL ^^ Cohtinilf? to be kind 
to \nm — ;at least, l6ave no ropm for. com- 
plaint on his side, and all toAy yet be w^" 

But coDstsLUt indifierenae-^eonstatit 
cddness, on Williain's part, drew down a 
sitnilar feeliiig from Susan ; and with the 
greatest concern Beatrice behdid their 
comfinrt^ theit wedded faapfMiness, fast 
bearing away; Fiterqy ak>Qe seemed to 
think it might be restored.—" I am grier- 
ed for youi* sistfer " he said ; *• and I ksKxw 
that the thought disquiet! you; let us 
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change the conversation^ and let nie talk 
to ypp oa yourself.** 

" You had he|;ter not," she repUed, with 
Option and resenre. 

*' At least let me bold that silk for you ; 
or I can wind it myself/' he said. 

** It is not to be wound," she said, with 
flpmegflivity. 

** Liet me tb«fi p^t it in a pap^r for 
you?" he s^d atphly. 

*1 To that I can have no objection," and 
ahe gavf it into bis h^d^ fcxr t^at purpose^ . 

Being completed, Im laid it ojx her bos, 
«iid began tp yead aloud aome poem which 
te ba^ foHH^ ™ th^ study. It was on 
Jlo^9i and i^veml l^les marl^ed with a 
p^dl drew his attention. Those lines 
W^i^ pure, innocent, and touching; anfl 
]B|eatrice laid down her ^ork tq listen to 
them.—" I wonder whose pencil has been 
there?" she said, when he had finished 
them. 

" One who perhaps never felt them," 
said Fjtzroy. « Here is W. H. at the 
bottom." 
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Beatrice was silent 

" Marriage is a lottery,** continued Fitx- 
toy ; " every one thinks his is the prize : 
and it is to be lamented our sex are not 
open and candid enough to speak the 
truth— to keep to the truth; and onfee 
having a lovely, helpless (I may say) Toe- 
ing in their possession, to value the trust 
The man who can wrong virgin innoeehee, 
is a wretch— but he who fof gets his vows of 
sacred faith at the altar, is one also. — ^But, 
pardon trie ; let me return to tDiy poem^ 6t 
/iihaU forget myself." 
' Beatrice was inclined to speak, bad not 
the ^trance of William prevented her. 
He threw himself on a chair, and began 
to read a newspaper, without attending 
to any one; and Beatrice, after Fitzroy 
had left the room^ rising from her seat, 
with a persuasive accent, and a timid voice, 
exclaimed — ** I wish you would go to this 
ball." 

** I hate balls,** he said, sternly. 

** But Susan wishes it so-<-and we all 
wish it And do you not think it will 
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have an odd appearance, our going and 
your remaining at home?" she advanced. 

^^ The appearance is nothing to me,"* he 
replied, in an angry voice. 

" At least,** said Beatrice, •* you would 
not wish the world to be at liberty to con- 
demn your conduct.** 

** The world I am pa:feetly independent 
of; my own feelings will, for the future, 
be my guide — ^they have hitherto; and 
whatever I have suffered by them, be on 
my own head !*' 

" But,** said Beatrice, bar lips quivering, 
'* before my departure, which will be soon, 
may I entreat that you will endeavour to 
be in peace with Susan. She has gentle 
feelings, and a trader heart. Those who 
interfere between man and wife, touch on 
a frail string — all this I know ; but, amid 
other painfiil feelings, let me not go under 
the impression I leave her in distress.*' 

^' You talk, Beatrice^ as a sister should; 
but all iinterference in this case is desperate 
and dangperous,** he replied ; '^ and it can 
08 
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do no go0d to aigae wHfa iTze." £Ee spoke 
with bitterness and sudden feeling, and 
his manners were such as prednded ' her 
from hazarding anotter s]^lfaii>le^ . 

Lady Holt did not visit CrahfrM ball, 
therefore only Stisdn, Beatrice, and Fitz- 
roy, were there. 

On the morning afta*wards, on Wil- 
Ham's inquiring how they enjoyed them- 
selves, Fitzroy answered-^^* Toleifibly so. 
I danced with Misa WychCTiy — Mr. 
Faulkner with Mrs. Holt ; and somehow, 
I fancied ati exchange of |nirthdrs would 
have bem more agree&Ue." 

Susan d^iied this, as did Bdaibice, ttid 
it p^sed by as a thing of no mom^t at 
the time; but soon ww aU thercpcdaeas of 
William, and the reason of it, appat«it'to 
Beatrice. One morning, wfailst^^t work, 
her eyi$ caught tli^.p|eceof ^ni^cn^ JpinhftBh 
Fitzroy had- p\it her isilk^'it agpu^dy 
hadb^n the begivodag of aiisttec which 
he had written td some nxrieiridnd; and die 
judged, that as t|e ^ had bndr i^^a* UiMad- 
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pepeir, ii<x>uld not I^ of any material pon- 
sequoice ; it was thus :— ^ 



** MY BBAE T-— — , 

*• Your mentioning to me Mrs^ 
and the unba{^y difference be- 
tween her husband and herself, cx)ncef ns 
me much, espeduEilly as I am in a family 
y;rherea simikr unhaf^ness is existing: 
this amiable woman is truly deserving a 
better fate — ^has made me her confidant. 
I have endeavoured to calm her mind, by 
telling her, her own iniiQcence mn^t sup- 
port her. She is beautiful and incautious, 
else she would have consider^ a female 
fiiend €is a far le»demgerom comfbrter 
tkan a yoi^tg mam. Yet this ag^ proves 
her innocence. Sh6 did not weigh \vell 
llw cmsequent advantages I might hav^ 
met her: mind ; ani^ if I were sp incline^, 
hoW I mi^t wean her a£fectipns from a 
inan, who insults his wife hy loving an^ 
iriiher xo^nHm* And yet the sister tells 
me this was a love iiii(tdi! All I know 
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is, he has been attached to — — — years^ 
I am told too, his family advised him to 
marry, as he was so unsteady, and these 
are the effects. 

" I will PRESERVE this yoting woman ; 
and, if possible, I will reconcile them; 
though how to make him give up ■ ■ 
I know not. She shall (if my advice is of 
any avail) preserve bar temper and affec- 
tion; and perhaps I can accomplish my 
point.** 



. Beatrice, on reading this, felt a strong 
emotion of gratitude towards the writer : 
she had thought him solid — of firm tal^it 
— of generous understanding — and good 
prind|de ; but here he was supreme— -en- 
deavouring to unite those who had unfor- 
tunately differed— ^bearing with patience 
the gloom of a petulant man — and acting 
the part of a mediator; to secure his fasp- 
pihess: 

" Mr. Fifiroy,** said Beatrice^ when she 
next saw bim^ " I haVe read the piece of 
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{uqper in which you fended the silk for 
me. It has been perhaps impertinent for 
me so to do ; but, as you oould not blame 
me for it, under those circumstances which 
presented it to my view, I shall only say 
how great the trust is Susan has reposed 
in you. I am no longer anxious concern- 
ing your conduct, after having seen this^ 
but shall destroy it. All you have said 
on Susan is just; and, pray God you may 
accomplish your purpose \^ 

Fitzroy was embarrassed and confused. 

** I am now aware,** she said, ** of the ex- 
tent of the evil; it is not past remedy, 
for Susan will never disgust her husband 
by reproaches, nor neglect any thing 
which might pave the way to happiness. 
Her hemi: and ha* strength may fail in 
the struggle, unless some kind friend will 
uphold her. You are that friend, and I 
am satisfied." 

But jit mny be.asked, ^as there no dan- 
ger to Fitzroy in being constantly In ^b? 
presence and soci^ of a lovely luld: un- 
happy wicmMn, who^.with all the lOisuA- 
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pectihg fiwikness of iimodeho^ entreated 
aclvioe and ocmecdatioii to her wounded 
mind ? and may it not ako again be adc- 
ed, was not Fitzroy a dangerous friend? 
Young, handsom?, aiid f^udnating, judging 
seriously and virtuouisly, she oould not but 
respeot him ; and she oould but think 
-<— ^ Oh^ that myhushand weve but such a 
nam as this!" and comparisons are ever 
ixtii in cases of this delicate nature-^wbat 
is unattainable, appems doubly lorvely, 
doubly beautifuL 

*^ So beautiful appears, 
' ' ttiat which we caonot re$ch." 

Susan flattered herself she was not re- 
jgentful; but when mortifying coolness 
was alone testified from the man who had 
won her love, and made her his own-^ 
when she behdd neglect succeed to gloom, 
and uokhidness to neglect— -her het^rt; 
swelled with pride, and Fitzroy*s ^itrea^ 
^des al6ne kept her fro<n open reproaches; 
^uid <mee, when the spbit bwtit with sud- 
-deti ittdignaiit passion, Fitaroy laid fafs 
^tt»d^oii'l;rer«rm^ and^sfae wU'Siftent 
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^. WMliam comte hoixie very iat^'' biocI 
Susftn, on^ day, to Beatrice. V Why did 
I not 8^ him ? I^tzroy purposely k^t 
khh aw^ry firom me last evening.'' 
^ I do not know^" replied Beatnca 
*' It strikes me,** answered Susan, witih 
an air of disquietude, " that Fitzroy does 
it to spare me pain ; to-night, at least, I 
am determined to know;** and for that 
purpose she sat up. JJe v^s even later 
than he had been the evening before; and 
to his other vices, with extreme grief, she 
pearceskted 1)6 add^ that of intoxication. 

^ We cannot l;ve in this distressful 
.stately'' she said ; ^ rather let me return to 
my parents, who at least will treat me with 
affiscti^n and tenden^ss;" but Fitzroy, to 
whom she imparted tibis resolution, bade 
'herwdghwdl the comi^uenoes, befixre 
lAi^ etmr l^zarded to luufne it to any being 
b^fif^ei^ h<mself~'' Do not abandon him 
y««,''temid; '' the i^ost pdweiful of ^f- 
^riMg;! 'l|ar^ a suofmit, whidi^ whm oiice 
reached, we can feel with such poignancy 
1A&^vti6pei tbii^k ynu (have: nqw* reached 
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that point, and let not the wwld.and your 
own heart condemn you for a ha3ty im- 
pulse of the heart Win him back to you 
again ; and eyen if,.y&r wise purposes, that 
is denied, let your consolation he-^ou 
have acted right" 



CHAPTER XIII. 



After Beatrice's departure from the man- 
sion, which was very far from being a 
" mansion of peace," and which she left 
with feelings not to be described, Susan 
grew less wretched : by constantly being 
in the society of Fitzroy, she became at- 
tached to his powers of amusement ;. the 
love of her husband she had given up all 
idea of regaining; and, as that thought 
took possession of her soul, a sentitnent of 
despair forbore to urge her to pursu^rthe 
.means. , 

Fitzroy saw the« change, and whetlM^r 
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lie considered it as useless to promote the 
thought, or Isaw the reality as fruitless, 
we cannot say ; certain it is, he forbore to 
name it any more to her. 

The Coxes were in busy preparation 
for the voyage to Italy : they intended 
to continue abroad some months^ and, 
consequently, it took some weeks to equip 
them for the different countries through 
which they meant to pass — Russia, Swe- 
den, France, and Italy, were in their pro- 
jefbted route, and, in all human probability, 
it might be years before Beatrice was again 
at home. She had represented this to her 
parents in the most touching terms ; but 
the answer she received was — " When 
you change your faith, you shall have a 
home with us, and not tiU tJien.^* 

This, to ia zealous enthusiast, was a 
stiiriulus to rebel-— a measure harsh, and 
not to be pursued; and there seemed, 
with the regifet of leaving home, an he- 
mic sentiment of pride, in quitting it for 
religion's sake. She had once flinched 
^m the mental strife, and only once; it 



y Google 



l9A^ AEATWCB. 

hBd l^^n when love h^ 4|iOi?9e!l the zen^ 
of a young and darkened ixun4; buti^beii 
l^r friends bad represented the fata^ B**^^ 
pice on which she tottered^ she had relii^ 
qyished the danger^ alMindoned heir love^ 
^a^ di^ig to the S^th they jG^eji nhe 

Miss Coxe^ glad of havijDg njiade a pro- 
nely t?^ had ^xj^orted a v^ from £jeatrioe, 
t^jt she lyould never change; and it is 
i^pj^ i^ip^bable but she had then some 
idefi of Mr. Faulknef s power over ha 
mind,^ and it urg^ her to say — ^' It is not 
consistent* nor can yo4 marry a man pf a 
different persuasion to yoursdf Be guard- 
ed^ ipy dear Beatrice, how you form an 
attachn^ent then* and save yourself future 
grief and miji^ryi'' 

Beatrice ha4 not \ieen guarded; for 
perhaps she was not aware to what exr 
t^epjt Mr. Faulkner l^ad engaged her re- 
g^4j. till hs rasde hfr the first c^er; it 
y7n%2i po|pt pf conscience then to refuse 
luqa; ^d whep he ^gain Imd his hand 
ond h^^ ^t^ h^ fee^f she had the sanguine 
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and iibpxofaaUte idea existing in h&t mind, 
that she mi^t convert him. But she 
testified her ignora&cf^ <^ hi9 understand- 
ing, m eueouraging such a chim^r*. On 
khowuig him mote intimately, she be- 
came convinosd of h^r ^rr^r; h^ firimds 
foot, by their cixdnesc^ h«d sufficiently per- 
suaded h& how indig^wt they w^rct at 
her weakness.— -^' Ob, I am weak, fnul, 
wicked !" she exdaiined,/ wh$n she. caOie 
to a sense of how she most act ; ^* but I 
ttdii de6^f# do longer." 

She gi^e Mr. Fadlmcr up^ she ms 
about to d»iidon aU for her cdigimrs 
sake. Yet Beateite is^ab fiur fix>m bdng 
happy qr tetmprilfized. 

^^ Has iio pne endeavoured to convinoe 
Miss Wychcarly how wrong she is?" said 
Mr. Ardier, the clergyman, who had at- 
tended the dowaget lady Holt on her 
deathbed. 

^ Qh yes, they have all talked tiU'they 
are tu«d," said lady Holt, to whom he 
then addressed himself. *" Th^ is no- 
thing to be done," 
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** I mean,** said Mr, Archer, with some 
interest, " has any one — a minister of our 
church and creed, endeavoured to converse 
• with her on the subject of her faith ? The 
difficulties and opposition she meets with 
heighten her zeal; and I am*—*—" 

" Oh ! I don't know,** said her ladyship 
— ^* I dare say every thing has been said or 
done that posdbly could. I always said 
she would be an odd girl, and my predic- 
tion is come trua" 

Mr. Archer could not be satisfied with 
this shallow account, and he generously 
resolved to see Beatrice before she went 
abroad; it might be, the calm, kind per- 
suasion of an old fii^id, one competent to 
root fit>m the mind evil prejudices, in all 
human probability would make some im- 
pression on her, and he det^mined at least 
to try what his argumentative powers 
might do. 

He fixed an early day for visiting Ash- 
fbrd>place, where he unckrstood she was, 
with lady Amherste, staying a short time 
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ere her departure from England; and 
jumping into the stage, he set off. 

It was a sweet and lovely evening when 
he found himself in the small village to 
which he was bound : the autumnal tints 
on every leaf and tree, the partial beauty 
of the setting sun, just lingering on the 
shrubs up the noble avenue through which 
he was passing, might have attracted his 
attention, had not all his thoughts been 
occupied by the object of his mission. 
After ringing twice, a servant made his 
appearance. — *• Is Miss Wycherly here, 
and can she be seen?'' said Mr. Archer. . 

'* Miss Wycherly, sir, three days since» 
went to lord Coxe's," replied the man. 

Very much disappointed, Mr. Archer 
turned away, and pursued the road lead- 
ing to the inn, where he found the very 
timg he wanted then standing at the 
door — apostchaise: he eagerly inquired if 
it was engaged, and was told, that it was^ 
going with a gentleman to lord Coxe's; 
hut little difficulty was raised in his pro- 
curing part of tiie chaise to himself» and 
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they set off. For the first few miles, sudi 
is English reserve, few words passed ; but 
as they drew near to their journey's end, 
the conv^^tion assumed a more pleasing 
and familiar tone. 

^* It is rather a strange thing," said tb^ 
strange gentleman, who was a man in 
yeaors, ^' that lord Coxe should leave the 
kingdom at hk time df life." 

« Yes," said Mr. Archer ; " I think it is." 
'* And espedally," continiied the strange 
gentleman, *^ when we reflect he is by 
no means a healthy man, ' a man in years,' 
and ought rather to think .of leaving this 
world th^ seeing it I remember my 
brother's aoa beirig sent on his travels; he 
went through France, Italy, Spain, Por- 
tugal, Hdland, Turkey, Foiand,and when 
we asked him what he had, seen, he told 
us, KbTHlNG.— 'At leafet,* tmd I, *yod 
lidside a journal ?'— < A journal !' said be^^ 
^how should I have time?' — * But can 
you temeittber nothing of the countries?', 
said I. — *'Why, not much : in France I 
fimnd myself warm, in ItUy still wamer. 
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in Spain cold, for it was the winter time, 
in Portugal I drank plenty of wine, in 
Turkey I saw a fine breed of horses, in 
Poland I broke my own leg, and in Hoi- 
land I met Wewitzer, and we did nothing 
but smoke.' — But, I confess, I am truly 
astonished at lord Coxe." 

** You are not, I suppose, going to his 
house ?" said Mr. Archer, smiling. 

" I ! no. I have hired one of the lodges 
for* my nephew and myself, with the li- 
berty of sporting : lord Coxe and suite 
(for we must have these things in form 
you know) went yesterday " 

" Went yesterday T' said Mr. Arciher. 

"Yes; and if the wind is fair, I believe 
they embark to-morrow.** 

" Stop the chaise, and let me get out,*' 
siad Mr. Archer, who felt as others have 
flone before him, as the iniposinbiKty and 
impracticabiHty of seeing Beatrice arose— 
a more earnest desire and pressing wish ac- 
tuate his mind, to hold converse with her« 

" Well, sil», and how the chaise is stop. 
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ped-— — " said tbe gentleman^ with sMae 
laughaUe surprise. 

*' I must walk to N , where^ I think, 

I can just catch the Dover mail," said Mr* 
Archer, offering to un&sten the door. 

" No, no, you shall not walk ; we will 
make this fellow drive us,'* said the gentle- 
man ; ** and, as I well see you were unac- 
quainted with the actions of the family, 
and am sony for your disappointmait, I 

shall have pleasure in going to N with 

you. There is a book — ^a quiz on lord 
H— — ; if you can amuse yourself with it, 
do ; if not, we will have some more chat." 

.Mr. Archer, after due thanks, &;c. open- 
ed the volume, a page of which sufficed, 
and found the following: — 

" The country buck (on a Sunday) 
draws on a pair of corderoys, widi top- 
boots, and white cotton stockings; he 
adds to these a kerseymere yeUorv waist- 
coat, and a blue coat ; brushes up his hair, 
to look manly and fierce — walks into 
church with an sax of /],efiai)ce,,. alius ^ucy 
pride — says a prayer into a hat but newly 
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purchased, and then perceiyes the maker^s 
name — blushes as he returns the squire's 
howy and makes an awkward one in re- 
turn ; whilst the 

** TowN-BEED BUCK, with hair dressed 
a^la-mode, blue trowsers, black silk stock- 
ings, white waistcoat, and bird- tailed coat, 
cuts up the aisle with an air, bends grace* 
fully as he says his prayer into his fashion- 
able broad-brimmed beaver, bows to all 
his acquaintances with politesse and gen- 
ted pride, looks at his gold watch, to see 
how it is with the dial, dazzles the eye 
with his gold seals, crams his cambric 
handkerchief into his bosom with graceful 
carelessness, and struts out, self-satisfied.'* 

Mr. Archer closed the book, and began 
to converse with his new acquaintance, 
whom he soon perceived to be an oddity ; 
a man who had seen life, viewed it through 
a proper medium, and, as far as he could 
jwdge, was disposed to look on the bright 
side of things. Amongst other anecdotes, 
he related to him an adventure which 

VOL. in. p 
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happened to him m the early part of his 
life : 38 it W£».tinctur^ withiBome-degree 
of interest, we shall briefly note it down 
here. 

" In the year IT*—, during the war with 
America, it was my fortune to anberk in 
an enterprise, with a small body of va^ 
of considerable hazard and danger ; I was 
then young, full of an ardent thirst for 
glory; and, accustomed to fatigue, cold, 
and hunger, I. had no objectioii to Hie 
measures our commander proposed us to 
follow. Suffice it to sayy he was encamp* 
ed on the dde of a hill, at the bottom of 
which lay a deep, and almost impenetraUe 
forest ; from this forest we recdved the 
greatest trouble and Uoodsfaed-^Indians 
not unf^ujently wene cosicealed in its in<» 
tricate windings; and our men occasion- 
ally fell a sacrifice to their own carelessness^ 
when wandering ^er wood^^nists, or pda^ 
frCiits, It becsmie necessary to issue an 
edict that no man shouki. enter i the. wood 
alone after sunset ; and so strict Wete the 
commands of our head officer on. this re- 
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j^ect, that no man, under peril of death, 
dared to disobey. 

*' One ^enjng, it being remarkably 
fine, I ^tood on the brow of the hill, re- 
twykjlpg tbe^. beauty of the setting sun, 
the large foi^e^ts; the stream of a fine 
bodied a©d sWie«?pii^ mer^ which flowed 
Bt the botitQiJtK^ the little mountain ; and 
80;fiir][uid my enthusiasm led me to go, 
that I found I had descended the hill, and 
was almost in the jaws of the terrific and 
^i^^ing Iprest I lool^d around — the 
(enti;iel#> v^ere at their posts, unheeding 
me. I ImA only ^ small stream to pass, 
pver wfaifib our mm had laid a plank for 
their own <x)nvenience,^ which at sqnset 
was regularly taken away ; this n^t, 
however,, it was left; I set my right foot 
iqp^ it4 1 1 looked back again to our 
cunp^-4he meu were all engaged in their 
own business. I passed oyer it, and then 
halted Bgiiv^ The forest was gradually 
darkening a3 the sun dedined; it could 
be only the Jkoowledge th^ it wa» a for- 
p2 
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bidden place which tempted me. I paus- 
ed — * If I am discovered/ I exclaimed, * I 
must perish. I had better return.' 

" I paused again. I heidrd nothing but 
the watchword — * All's well,' and now and 
then a word exchanged between our men ; 
and I, with some sentiments of dread, 
scaled a small mound of earth, and enter- 
ed into the forest. I amused myself by 
pulling nuts, when I could see them, 
every now and then turning my eyes to 
the small stream of sunray which sloped 
up the path through which I entered. I 
determined not to go far, but, merely fix)m 
a futile curiosity, to proceed as far as I 
could before night came on. I remember, 
after I had made this resolve, I leaned 
myself against a tree, listening to the song 
of a wild bird, and surveying the grandeur 
of a lonely and desolate self-sown forest^ 
when ^ny attention was arrested by the 
peculiar cry of a bird, which seemed to 
spring from the earth. I immecBately 
made for the spot, forgetting to keep my 
eye on the path by which I had entered. 
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but saw nothing. I was aware of the 
treachery of the Indians, their means of 
decoying our men, and then murdering 
them in cold blood. I turned back, to 
leave the forest, when the cry was again 
uttered. I stopped. I looked around 
me; and a little rustling in the under- 
wood of the forest made me clap my hand 
on my sword. I listened ; all was again 
dient, and I saw nothing but a darkening 
mass around me. I had lost the path ; 
yet could just perceive a little break of 
light at a distance. I should have made 
for it, had not I again heard the cry — the 
indescribable cry of that bird, which smote 
upon my ear. I looked to the spot, strain- 
ing my eyes to discover it, but saw no- 
thing but a mass, or what appeared to me 
a mass of long dark grass, such as is com- 
mon in the underwood of those largie fo- 
rests. I should have left it, had it not 
stirred. I do not scruple to say, my emo- 
tions, at that momait, were not to be des- 
cribed ; my hair seemed to stand upright; 
and my hand, with a powerless feeling. 
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nearly relinquished the grasp of my sword.' 
This lasted only for a moment. I tfaoiigbt 
it most advisable to dart to the spot, and 
thrust my weapon in the gra$& I missed/ 
my aim; and such was the power of the' 
shock, I nearly fell to the giound. I re- 
covered myself immediately ; for an In- 
dian, as if the earth had yawned to give 
him birth, seemed to rise frorb the place ; 
and a grapple ensued, which I knew musfc 
end in the death of one of us. He was a 
man of skill and power. I struggled with: 
desperate energy for my liffe. My ^woti^ 
was useless; for the edge of it was turned^ 
up in striking it so forcibly into the earth. 
I abandoned my existence to the strength* 
of my arm ; and after repeated effbrts, my 
antagonist seemed to relinqui^ his YifM. 
I flew with desperate strength, and seised 
him by the throat ; far I seemed endued 
with fresh energy. He staggered back*: 
wards. I pursued him, and succeeded in 
bringing him to the earth. He disddned 
to ask for mercy; and had he, I should 
have hesitated in bestowing it I ^atdi- 
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ed kt his tcMxiabatvk, ^coeeded in getting 
it; and put an end to his life. 

" The scene tiien became even more 
terrific ^an it had been befcHre; for the 
fbvegt was illumhuated by the moon ; and 
it was only thiough partial c^nings of 
the trees I could discover where I was. 

^ The Indian lay before me ; his counter 
nance distorted, and writhing in the death 
agony. My path, I thought, had been 
immediately to the south ; but in the 
wrestle fen- life, we had struggled into a 
different and more entangled place. I 
listened for sounds from our camp, and 
heard, at a very great distance^ a faint 
something, which I guessed were the 
words—* All's well.* 

** I turned away from the bleeding body 
of the Indian ; for. I cared not to see the 
convulsive spasms of departing nature, 
and struck into a path which seemed to 
lead me nearer tathose faint sounds. The 
darkness of T)%ht did not appal me ; for 
a soft^ apd' beautiful moon shone upon 
me. 1 turned to the right, to the lefl^ to 
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the east, to the west; paths innumerable 
branched out before me, but which to pur- 
sue I knew not At last my heart beat; 
for 1 seemed evidently nearer to the sounds 
which proceeded from our camp. I bent 
my way onwards with incredible speedy 
and only paused when I found myself by 
the mound of earth which flanked the en- 
trance to the forest. 

" I never shall forget how beautiful our 
camp looked : the. white tents, spreading 
their arms, as it were, in silent comfort 
and peacefulness over the sleeping soldiers, 
ranged along the side of the mountain, 
whose massy darkness seemed to be re- 
lieved only by them; the sentinels at 
their posts ; the small river flowing — ^it 
looked indeed like any thing but war. 

" The plank which crossed the stream 
was gone ; and I again felt myself at a 
stand. Should I ford it, perhaps one of 
our men might cool my courage by a 
musket ball; if I remained where I was, 
a court-martial, for disobeying orders, 
would inevitably be my doobii and finally 
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my death. I had once rendered peculiar 
service to a man who I was aware was 
sentinel at on^ of the off posts that night: 
I could apply to him to let me pass; but 
the river near where he was stationed, was 
broader, deeper, and more dangerous. 

" The hazard, however gr&at, must be 
overcome ; and I proceeded to the place 
where he stood. HeT was standing look- 
ing at his firelock ; but his eye, catching 
a shadow in the river, he looked up. — 

* Fritz, you must let me pass,' said I. 
Not knowing me, he said — * The word ?' 
— * All's well,' I repliedrpreparing to ford 
the stream * For Ck)d's sake,' said I, * do 
not speak loud! the water conveys the 
voice; and our men are on the alert.' — 

* You have been in the forest, sir,' he said, 
recognising me. — * I have. Have I been 

missed??! inquired. — ^ General B 

has been to your marquee.' 

**This was no pleasing intelligence to 
me ; and in no very composed frame of 
mind I reached my place of rest. I saw 

general B the next morning; he was 

p3 
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oooler to me than ^ratU and sotf^y ex-* 
changed tbree words with roeduring^ thsa 
time I was with him. They were austere 
and repulsive ; and I was glud when the 
time was gone by which I had to pass 
with him* 

** In the eyeniogone of the men brought 
me a small seeded note^ bearing; thegene^ 
ral's crest I confess, I shook as I. opened 
it; for a court-martiaL seemed to state me 
in th^ face; and I read it with* sensationa 
of extreme dismay, particularly when I 
found it contained these wprds:*^ 

V General B ' wjishes for some con- 
versation with lieu tenant A^-^< — this even* 
Ing, in private^ if be is at hameT 

" The afternoon was one of dxead*^^^ 
tiresome interminable lei^th ; the hours 
seemed to hang heavy, iind yet I feared 
that they might only bring me too soon 
before the face of my offended general , I 
dressed mysqlftwo or three time&^lobked 
at my watdiTrr^p^pealed.to the watdiea of 
my cpmpanionsj, aij4> A%. test* took up my 
bpdk of returps tp i??ad. 
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• Are yott going to the general's?* said 

young ca^ptain H^ to me, with an odd 

smile upon hisr features, a^ he threw himself 
on my camp bed—* I ! Yes, Why did 
you ask?' I demanded, fixing my eyes on 
m8,^«Oh, nojlhing; ohly look at your shirt. 
Where have you been to get it all blood ?* 

"* I felt my cheeks drimson, and made 
wtae eiLcase of having cut myself, adding^ 
I yitm a icareleis fool, and must change it. 
He did not seem to believe my assertion, 
\fvit left me to my tdlet, which, when ac- 
complished, I set off to the general's mar- 
quee. I found him seated at a taUe, on 
wi^h lay my swotd ; it was one he had 
given me, and it was the first thing on 
which I fixed my eyes, 

* Lieutenant A ■■' » you disobeyed 
otders, sir, last night; not only endan^ 
gfiriag your owti valuable Hfe, but that 
of others^ He* fixed his eyes tip<m me^ 
alid I remained guiltily silent. He rose^ 
upland crammed his hands into his pock- 
Qts-^loo|ced dgain Sstresi^Hy at me, add- 
ingh-* To disobey Mdeis is de^h; I have 
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made it so. Had it been any one but 
yourself, they should have abided by thef 
mandate; and I know not that I am justi- 
fied in allowing you the least favour, be- 
cause you are a man who have always met 
with my ()eculiar indulgence. Had it 
been any one else, they would have been 
shot The order is — " Be put to death 
in the presence of the whole regiment.** 
Sir, you have a family, bravery, and a 
HEART, which calls upon me to grant you 
mercy. But beware of transgressing again; 
a second time shall be fatal F 

^* I tried to speak ; but the general in- 
terrupted me — • Last night,' be said, ^past 
sunseU I visited your tent; youwere oat., 
I called again later ; you were not return- 
ed. I had letters from your femily for 
you, enclosed with some dispatches. I 
was impatient of communicating plei^ure . 
to you.; and it was with some con^derable 
pain I found the young man on whom I 
would have staked my own life ; the young 
man whose father gave him^into my himds,. 
with the remarkable words-^^He is wor-! 
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lliy — trust him ;" the young man whom 
I held up as an example, should be the 
first to infringe rules laid down by me. 
Fritz, whose horse broke loose this morn- 
ing, and escaped into the forest, caught 
him, and was leading him back, when I 
discovered, as I was standing with my 
face towards the river, he had a naked 
sword in his hand. I saw he wished me 
not to see it : it created curiosity and sur- 
prise : 1 demanded it of him, and immedi- 
ately perceived it was yours. On hearing 
where he found it, I was aware where you 
were last night. A dead Indian too wasr 
near the spot : that saves you.' 

" The general paused ; and then sud- 
denly turning full upon me, said — * You 
are not to suppose no punishment is to 
be inflicted, or that you are yet safe ; mi- 
litary dispensation of justice will not per- 
mit this. You must, as a mark of my 
displeasure, i^upply^ the place of the first 
sentinel who is off duty to-night ; and 
Fritz will come to give me information 
in half an hour.' 
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^1 secretly wished it might be one of 
those posts at a distance, from the camp* 
attended with peril and danger. I wished 
so^ethii^ venturesome and hazardous 
might occur, which, if 1 accomplished it, 
might give me an opportunity of regain- 
ing n>y general's &vour; and it was in 
these thoughts I was immersed, when 
Fritz entered the marquee: he seemed 
agitated when he saw me, and hesitating- 
ly declared his business — ^looked at me 
with a terrified and intense expression, 
which I could not but remark; but I 
ceased to wonder when he related the ob^ 
ject of his mission ; it was simply this — 
at one of the off posts, for eleven nights 
successively, the sentinds had disappear- 
ed ; fio traces of blood, no body, notibing 
but the brushwood and gras9 a littile dis« 
tjurbed, had remained ; eleven of the brav« 
est men )>ad successively pei^ed, and a 
gQi^raJl . dread seemed to prevail .<hi ttiose 
who fanded they ahould i^xt b^ selected 
as simtinels in that unfortunate spot^ 
^ The general looked at me with a dis^ 



y Google 



turbed air; and after Fritz was gone out, 
he advaamced iowards me, and said — ' The 
dianees are ten to one against you ; never* 
theless, there is a chance for you: in t 
court-martial there would have been none. 
You must be sentinel dk that {dace. Take 
amis ; be cautious ; to lieutenant A— — 
I need not say be brave.* 

** As I rose to go, the general pressed 
doser towards me; he made an attempt 
to hold out his hand, which I as eagerly 
grasped. — * I may be harsh/ he said, ' but 
military discipline demands it. A~-— , 
I hope, fix)m my soul, you will return 
safe.* 

** I was touched by his generous ardour ; 
^d, as the diJty of commencing sentinel 
came on at eight in the evening, I found 
I had no time to lose. I charged my 
musket — saw my sWord y^w restored to 
its former state-^received it from my ge« 
neral^ and, with a ^w oompanions, I talk- 
ed to the extremity c^ the camp. — ^ Be- 
fore I leave you,' I said, ^ if the least thing 
ooeursy I slmll fire my musket I may 
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alarm you without reason; but^ at the 
same time, the mystery of these unfortu- 
nate men having disappeared demands a 
■^medy/ 

** My companions shook hands with 
me, as man shakes hands with man whom 
he expects to see no more on this side of 
the grave; and I could just perceive the 
white tents at a distance, glittering in the 
moonrays when we parted ; but, before I 
had gone many paces, Fritz overtook me : 
he eagerly demanded if I was to be senti- 
nel in that cursed spot? for I might just 
as well be shot at once. — * I should have 
been shot,' I replied, * had I not been 
spared for this adventure.' — * It is all my 
feult,' said Fritz, eagerly; * and I think 
it is only right I should be the one pitch- 
ed on to supply Hawkes's place; for 
Hawkes disappeared last night. It was I 
that was the means of the general's find- 
ing you out ; and I hope, sir, you will let 
me keep watch at a short distance. I 
asked the general to let. there be two sen^ 
tin^ls ; but he said no. I then n^d^e after 
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you ; and here I am.'— • Go back, Fritz,' 
said I, laying my hand on his shoulder,^ 
and turning hitn towards the camp ; ' the 
general must.be obeyed : had I been faith- 
ful to bis wishes, I should never have been 
here. You are a brave fellow, and may 
fiimish food for to-morrow's demands. 
For all your good intentions I thank you ; 
but I DESIRE you will return to the camp; 
and hear with you this watch: if /return, 
you shall give it me ; if not, it is yours.* 

** Fritz looked at me, and then at the 
watch. — * Go,' said I, * there is no time to 
be lost ; the hands are pointing to eight. 
Let me see you on your way to the camp ; 
and let me pursue my own unmolested.' 

** I thrust it into his hands, and again 
pushed him towards the camp; for the 
fellow seemed unwilling to leave me; and 
I saw him at every tenth pace turn about 
to look at me : at last, by degrees, he dis- 
appeared, and I made for the post at which 
I was to be stationed. A short path had 
been worn by the tread of other men, 
who, like myself, had kept watch in that 
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place. At the bscek of me was a small^ 
squaipe of bruslnvood, whidi was often the 
hiding-place of wild pigs, but liot diiek 
or tall enough to. screen a man; on the 
left a clear flowing stream, in which I 
could discern my own figure, formed into 
a gigantic size, by the slanting beams of 
the moon ; on the right was a large plain^ 
the extent of which was enveloped in a 
thick mist; and before me ky a range of 
small hills, beautiful to the eye and foot. 

** I hung my nightcloak on the bows 
of a tree, which grew near me.-^ I laid 
my musket on the grass, tO'i^ub my hands. 
I looked around me^-^Iisteried— -but heard 
nothing. In ease of a sudden surprise, I 
took my musket up, and, with * measured 
tread,' walked to the extent of the path, 
in which so many brave fellows had stood 
before me, and been snatched away never 
to return. 

'' The night was so still you might have 
heard a pin drop; and it is not tobe won« 
dered at, that my heart was filled with 
indescribable sensations as I gazed around 
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me, a solitary centinel, in a solitary place, 
not intimately acquainted with the trea* 
chery of the Indians ; and again home, 
fnends, parents, people, whom I might 
never more see, rushed into my imagina- 
tion. I had then too lived a free life— - 
my sins full blown, and my frailties unre- 
pented, pressed into my mind. 

^ But f]X)m reflection I was aroused by 
the appearance of something on the oppo* 
site side of the water.-?-* I will fire my 
musket,' I thought ; and I believe I utter- 
ed these words aloud ; but perceiving it 
only to be a wild hog, I merely amused 
myself by watching its motions : they are 
an unsightly animal ; and as it carelessly 
walked along the side of the water, I saw 
it take a small beaten path, probably made 
by some of its kindred, leading to the 
square of brushwood. 

" My attention was rivetted by this ani- 
mal to such a degree, that, had an Indian 
been concealed in the long grass behind 
me, he had plenty of time to spring upon 
me^ and put me to death. I felt sensible 
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c^ this, and turned round to look about 
me-^saw nor heard aught of any thing: 
the camp was just discernible : the moon 
seemed dying to darkness ; and I was so 
struck with the vast loneliness of the place, 
I could not forbear giving a few moments 
to my own thoughts. I judged the hour 
to be about half-past eleven ; for I heard 
the trumpet at a distance, bearing its bra- 
zen voice in the air faintly, yet musically, 
d^ioting a change of sentinels round the 
oimp. I was to remain all night; and I. 
took up my musket, walking to the tr^j 
where I had deposited my nightdoak.* 
My old source of amusement, the pig, 
had, with ^singular temerity, approached 
to the tree; it was seemingly unconscious 
of its danger— it came nearer and nearer, 
I raised my musket, and should have 
fired, had not I immediately reflected I 
should expose myself to the ridicule of 
my companions, in alarming them with- 
out a cause.^ A sudden spring of the ani- 
mal, however, created my surprise — it 
capi^ within five yards of me: all th^ 
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treacherous schemes of the Indians rushed 
into my mind ; despite all the construc- 
tions my companions might put upon my 
firing my musket^ I determined to do so. 
The effect of my piece brought the wild 
oreature to the earth, with a groan strong- 
ly resembling that of a human creature. 
I immediately went up to it, and, to my 
surprise, perceived it was a human crea- 
ture — an Indian, so artfully entwined in 
the skin of one of those animals, as to de- 
ceive even the eye of suspicion. He was 
armed with a tomahawk and small dag« 
ger ; and, I make no doubt, it was by this 
contrivance so many of my brave com- 
panions were seduced and murdered. 

" I waited half an hour, when the con- 
tused trample of feet, and sound of men's 
voices, warned me my friends were at 
hand : they rejoiced to find me alive ; but 
how was I surprised to find my general 
himself amongst them, who came towards 
me with extended arms !" 

The rattling of the chaise over the 
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stones inteiTupted tiie s^tfang^; gentlemanVi 
jiarrative; and Mr. Archer almost j^egret- 
ted they were so soon to part ; but, with 
jeady penetration, the stranger pro|poted 
ti) wait till he had made the necessary in- 
^piiries respecting lord Coxe's embarkatioD. 

Mr. Archer^ after a slight refreshment, 
was pursuing his way to the place where 
be deemed he should obtaib all particulars 
relative to the family, wjhen a fieaJbdaten, 
honest-lodking sailed', who was ieiaiing 
himself agaidst the shutter of a smaU ale*- 
bouse, drew his attention. — ^* Is the wind 
fair, my good fdlow ?** «ud Mr. Archer. 

" Fair for where, sir ?" a&ed ttuB man, 
with a grin. 

" Italy.** 

" Oh yes ; md Vve Just seen a Tei»el 
sheer off for Ibat same place* Tve been 
aboard her." 

*^ Was it the "" «dd Mr. Archer, 

mentioning the name. 

** Yes; and as well a trimmed ve3ael as 
ever scoured the sea,** said the man. 

Mr. Archer went back to the hotel 



y Google 



M^b^Te his new-made friend was, with the 
news his jouraey had been fruitless. Se 
laughed heartily ; but Ardier felt it as a 
very serious affair ; be considered Beateioe 
1^ inevitably lost; and it could not but 
be productive of painful reflectk>n to one 
who had once sincerely loved ha*. He 
however returned with the stranger to 
lord Coxe's lodge; and, after a day's stay, 
pursued his way to Hethaing by the 
mail. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



And ibe reader may here jusdy pause 
and say,^had Beatrice no brother, whose 
rdigibiis profession, and whose tender in- 
terest in her welfare, would prompt him 
to urge her to rermdn in England ? Hen- 
ry -Wjrcheriy, had he neve* sugg^si^ to 
her the ^ony sN drew upcm her p^ehte, 
by her adhesion to flrat MlSH whitdl fattd 
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broken so many affectionate ties asunder ? 
had he never written to her, conversed 
with her, and endeavoured to warn her of 
what she was doing? 

To this it may be replied, ncJ — Henry 
Wycherly had left the country, though 
intended for the church ; and a fatal tra- 
gedy preceded his farewell to his native 
land. And it may here be necessary to 
state, our tale must unavoidaUy experi- 
ence a change; dififerent scenes, connected 
deeply with the machinery of our tale, 
must be here introduced ; we began, not 
the history of one iqdividual alone, but 
that of the " Wycherly Family^'* a femily 
whose tastes and pursuits were equally 
opposite and dififerent. In a novel, there 
are wheels within wheels, which must turn 
to bring us round to the grand point from 
whence we set' out ; and it is our inten- 
tion to do so with our readers. 

Henry Wycherly had talents of a re- 
splendent nature ; intellects vivid and ca- 
pacious ; an understanding enlarged by 
learning and knowledge ; and was at once 
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as widely different from Sawbridge^ as 
light is from darkness. A field of fair 
l^mise was before him ; but he, with all 
his wit and excellence, was doomed to 
feel the want of that which has ruined 
thousands — ^resolution. 

His career at the University had been 
glorious, till the last year, when, falling 
into a dissipated course of Uving, he lost 
that relish for college honours, which it 
had once been his ambition to attain ; he 
lost with his resolution, what generally 
follows closely on it, a proper regard for 
character and self: he could have paused 
in his gradation from innocence, but he 
disdained to do so: proud and spirited^ 
he could ill brook censure or advice: he 
quarrelled with the world; and the world, 
in return, renounced and rejected him. 

Henry, when he had time, had corre- 
sponded with Beatrice; and she found his 
letters so sensible— so clever — so spirited, 
she eagerly anticipated their arrival. Du-« 
ring the last year he was at college, he al- 
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ways complained' of " hurry,** ** haste,^ 
and " emj^yment;** fipom those ternwhe 
fell to the expressions of ^ his anxiety of 
mind/' " his perplexity erf situation," '* bis 
disagreeable and' tbrmenting thoughts.^ 
She was not curious, but yet ^he earnest- 
ly requested him to tell her of his anxie- 
ties, and perhaps she might rdteve him, if 
in her power. Alas ! poor Beatrice knew 
not how muefar he was hurried- and per- 
plexed ; she knew not h^w extensive were 
his ddbts, and how deeply he w&s'involved 
in that disiripated course of life which 
must eventually be his ruin. But when 
he did inform h^, and commanded her 
Hfever t6 reveal what he imparted to her, 
shfe little knew what she promised, when* 
she* said — *^ It should never be reverie* 
by hfer to any living beirtg." 

Shie, tosaveherbrotfeer, tdokthe neso- 
hitionof trj'mg what hfer poor talents 
Would d6 to ctear him- fVottt' his debts/ 
H*r exertions were successful ; she prosf- 
pered', and the loss of^ pl^asurej parties/ 
health, was not considered, when* she'eom- 
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posed herselir to study arid the pen ; the 
idea she should save her brother actuated 
all her endeavours, an^ stimulated her to 
fi^esh efforts. Happy girl! to find her 
work accepted, received, approved, and re- 
warded. 

She had the happiness of giving the 
produce of her labour into Henry's own 
hands, at Balfour' Wood ; of hearing him 
pl*6mise never to err. again by contracting 
debts ; for on his father he had never dared 
to intrude but once, and he found he must 
never do it more. 

Resolution, however, failed ; and Bea- 
tifice knew it. Henry trusted implicitly 
to * her 9 and, without hesitation, avowed 
hinaself as deeply involved as ever, 

Beatrice again tried the pen, had nearly 
finished another work, from which she ex- 
acted to receive considerable profits ; and 
Oti^ evening. Weary with fatigue, was re- 
volving in her mind bow happy she should 
ag^lh' maike Henry, by setting him free, 
t&^eii'a' letter 'was delivered to her: she' 
chanced then to be so engaged it was im- 
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possible for her to read it, for there were 
friends below, in the drawing-room, whom 
she had been summoned to attend ; piano- 
fortes were going, and quadrilles were on 
tiptoe; she was dressed, ready to run 
down, but the letter called her back ; it 
would take ordy a moment, and she broke 
the seal. It might be from her bookseller, 
for the hand was strange to her. She look- 
ed at the post-mark — ^it w^ London : an 
unusual trembling seized her, and with a 
faint sickness she opened it. 

** Beatrice,'' said Susan, opening the 
door, " come, we want you. Miss Ham- 
monde says she cannot play Les Landers^ 
so you must. Come, there's a dear girl ; 
do now." 

Beatrice raised her hand, as if to im- 
plore her forbearance and silence ; but Su- 
san was just at that moment engaged in 
settling a few of her sweet curls, and did 
not perceive the action. 

" So you will come, I know ; you are 
always very good-tempered, and to-night 
we want you,** added Susan. 

i 
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^ I will comer said Beatrice, steadfastly, 
and commanding herself to be calm and 
firm, •* in a moment.** 

" I knew you would. Dear Beatrice, 
how pale you look ! you must not study 

so much ; take my advice now, and "" 

She ceased speaking, for Beatrice was lean- 
ing agidnst the back of her chair for sup- 
port. 

** I am only a little faint,** said Bea- 
trice—" do not be alarmed ; I have heard 
something which hurt my feelings ; take 
no notice of me — ^I shall be better soon — 
I will play to you immediately.** 

Susan's eye fell on the letter ; but Bea- 
trice, taking it up, opened a drawer, threw 
it in, and then rising, went down stairs, 
and played several quadrilles ; and no one, 
to have seen her, would have thought she 
had heard the intelligence which she had. 

To be brief, Henry, after acknowledg. 
ing his extravagance and dbsipation, no 
longer hesitated io affirm, he was plunged 
so deeply in debt — and those debts were 
not college ones alone, but debts of ho- 
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nour, which he mvvJt pay, or foij^tj^bat 
was dearer to him than life itself, ^e af- 

n ( , ^ ' .'.'i' . , . i ( ^ .Till 

firmed he knew not what course U> puiv 
sue; to his father he dared pot apply, for 
to his last application he hac^ s^i^, in ^^ 
ply — " Henry, this must be youf lo^fj' 
" Do not think, my dear Beatrice," jsai^ 
Henry, in his letter to l^eatricje, " tjtiajt I 
write this to you, under the impressicm rf 
asking your aid; no, ^ar f^o^ ^t. Your 
/studies injure your health— npm^ once didL 
but they will imurp it uq Tfi^e. J. f^ m 
a state of feeling t cannpt d^^cribe, a^ 
which t am pre you Qtmnot ^jfi^gme; ^f 
my future plans a^e untl^oj^gj(it p/. Dto 
not however distress ypi^irs^lf a^ut jmfe 
for I shall t)rin^ inypeif^ I tr^upt, oij|; ^ 
this scrape ere long!** 

But his sister Beatrice di^ ff.ot tjiijik ^e 
would " soon bring himself out of ^f 
scrape," as he termed it ; and it was the 
concluding sentei:ice? of his letter which 
touched upon h^^ soul, and affected hi^ 
so sensif>iy, wlien Si}gan eptf/^cj ^^i^ rppRj. 
— " pe^ ^eaXnc^» I ]vf ax neyer agjaip §j?p 
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y<yu. Should that ibe ftbe OQS^ take my 
ti^iaiU^s for s3^ your kindnesses. I know 
5i^hat it i& tO:;Consame your hours in sev^se 
apiiliefttioD:: J was repaid for my stuj^es^ 
hf ^U a student could wish-^you have 
toUed ior q«e who most disappcnurf; your 
warmest lK)|>es*— one who ds unworthy a 
Stbought frow you. Yes^ Beatrice, there 
was a time w^en I <xm\d have paused-^ 
wJbenjL I ^ooifild ^ave ^ chjeated luin/ now 
|E|ui^ ,musi^ m t^m, <cheat we. Beatricq, 
nQ43Spoi^f9(yqMVS can sme «ne; and no^ 
thmg less than ^a mirade x^an ujpbold xae. 
A flaiwcl€?, I «?y. Yfis*--«;id J aver I 
mean .^ I ^dvmiceu" He tb^vi i^gned his 
4^jaB|e; feqt ]^ ^eem^d^ ere Im letter was 
^Ssially (dosedv Jbe ad^ed a postsoript, which 
im^t ottit w jalarrm^g seqtence^.^^'^ If 
f0\i jsfaottld hwr J havie owHniitted> sopie 
rash act, I M^ jopt ^ ^sot^ lqrt)9araiic&. 
Mim is bat maa; hut yet [ b<P^ J^m nolt 
taMnly Jotbandon^. J must preserve my^ 
9d£; mA i£l esto, I will. I must ^^ apay 
debts of hdnoiir. FaKwell, Bed^ice ! 
peibapa for «^r i HisyEV Wirpsssx* Y." 
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When Beatrice had finished the epistle, 
the entrance of Susan had warned har to 
be calm ; and by one of those violent ef- 
forts which a naturally strong mind is 
capable of performing when required, she 
went down, and endeavoured to enter into 
the amusements which were going on. 

Miss Hammonde complained she was 
" immensely dull,** - and wondered what 
was the matter ; whilst two or three others, 
who were equally penetrating, though 
more alive to feeling than Miss Ham- 
monde, made no remarks at all, convinced 
something unpleasant affected Beatrice, 
into which they had no right to pry. 

When the party was gone, and Bea- 
trice had time to reflect, she found the 
anguish of her mind almost insupportaUe; 
she became convinced, from the whole te- 
nour of Henry's letter, he meditated some 
fetal plunge: his )iiind was destitute of 
hope — destitute of all that could contnd 
him to. act as a man— -<and she beheld him 
the victim of despsdr. She lost no tim^ 
however, in answering his lines, and care- 
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fully concealed (as he had commanded her) 
all that which he had imparted. 

The £imily of the Wycherlys were then 
too much occupied by preparations for 
seeing company, and returning visits, to 
trouble themselves even by thought respect- 
ing the silence which Henry evinced to- 
wards them : they supposed him (if tjiey 
supposed at all) engaged in study: and 
though week followed week, and no letter 
appeared, they did not apprehend any ill. 
— " It is odd Henry does not write,** said 
Mrs. Wycherly, one day, to her husband. 

" Ah, it is,*' he replied ; " but I dare 
say he is well." 

Beatrice heard these remarks, and she 
knew not why, but an involuntary shiver 
darted over lier frame: she could not ac- 
count for its existence, for she had heard 
nothing of Henry for some time, and con- 
jectured that he had surmounted his trou- 
Ides ; and, under that impression, had ar- 
gued herself into something like peace of 
mind ; but that calmness of feeling was 
Q8 
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soop destroyed, l^ her anxiet^^ ^V^<?^g 
his fate, ^h^ had written several times^ 
imphrififf ap answer---pr^ing to ^opw 
the worst : and when weeks had passed 
on, and no repry appeared^ she could, no 
longer bear per fmings of ag^n^* buj 
knowing a frien4 of his at CamDridge, she 
ventured to implore htm to tell her the 
fate of her brother. This friend (a stu- 
dent at All Souls) compassionated the 
state of her mind, and lost no time in re- 
plying to qer epistle; but^]{t ^m far fjpm 
being' either satisf^tpry pf, eiuc^^tiiifl^ 
bein^ simply as follows : — 



*f,Isympath|j5ew^^^ 
^ respepl^Hg ypw hvpi^ff^ iyf^w^ 

^>vith.biip, be tftld mfi l^fi WiMfr^ 

return ho^e tf^ B^p^^f^e, I aBf^.S|jrry;,tjy 
a^d, Idouj^^ tljfi iPfi^?^^-r^ 

your letter .o(^ y?«tfiYdfijr, Cfg^gr^^X) Wl 
picions. I appreh^d he is in town ; but 
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i^irill p^(j>|(p^j>t bipj to Iff^ you knpvK; ir^f 

pdn iie *fibjects you aod y^jur %uily. ^ 

^ut ^l^e plac^ qf hi^ re^idejno^.: an4 fwtt^^ 
•": 'P?^?,^?^/ ^ ^Ured I will e^ert fl[^y- 



sjfiC tp. pres^ye hjtQj ^^a, ruip. ^s, fi 

ly. Earnestly do I wish ij; yf^ iff^ ifff 
m^% to ten4fir, yo^f, ^i^ly 1^:^ de. 

'•.:pelifjv.^ ige, ., 
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It chanced, unfortunately for her, that 
amusements of many kinds were in pro- 
mulgation ; she could not enter into them 
with pleasure ; and this not only, offended 
her mother, but even the gentle Susan 
was led to say ** how uruzccomModating 
she was T— and she declared she could not 
enjoy any amusement, when she reflected 
Beatrice was ito solitary at home; there- 
fore B(^trice, to mcike peace, determined 
to accompany her the next time an invi- 
tation^ am ved. 

It waia a rash determination, for Mr. 
Faulkner, who was ever ready tb protnote 
innocent pleasure, gave a ball. Beatrice 
was invited ; and Susan, with some exul- 
iation, heard her say she would go. She, 
in the joy of her heart, gave her some 
lace for her dress, and advised her to 
be all spirits and animation ; she fixed and 
refixed the feathers on her head the day 
of the baU*~gaily danced from room to 
room---«adr was equipped long before Bea- 
trice wad half ready.— *• How slow you 
are r 1^ said, as Beatrice was dgectedly 
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putting on her flowers. ** Come, make 
haste: only imagine the quadrilles-— the 
music— the beaux — the belles — the wax 
candles-— all making one look as hand- 
some again as one is. Only faney, Bea- 
trice — I say, dear Beatrice, me beginning 
Les Gr€u:es with this step ; look now.* 

** I was looking out of the window,** re- 
plied Beatrice. " There is the servant 
with the post-bag: I wonder whether 
there are any letters for me.** 

** I wondar whether there are any for 
ME,** said Susan, running out of the room ; 
and Beatrice, oppressed with a sudden 
faintness, could only sit down in her chair, 
and hold her head with her hand, and fi- 
nally shed tears of bitter agony. 

" There are no letters for you nor few 
me,** said Susan, running back, *• only 
one for my father; so I have ordered the 
carriage, on purpose that we may not be 
late. Bat how is this — ^you kre no for* 
warder than when I left you to go down 
stairs!** 

** Dearest 8ister«-*dear Susan,** said Bea- 
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^4ge, IcmJaog up, wd taking her ihfm^ 
^M xao no Jkmger coneefd my painrtf-joggr 
»Wid w so^ly w?retch^; and j&ar mVfl^ 
Jfime ppt J 4iave >suflfei:^ njucL J ftppi 
i^eed a f!9or ;9p|l m€^ai;^% compa^i^iQii; 
y^t;I.<j^jiqiJ;da^p^ tp yspp the ?ause Cjf 
my d^ref^. Ypu wiJ^^ I aip $ur^, fer^'^e 

^^ii;^^ .would have ^replied; hiit ,the 
:fff^liiffg'Wf)jpQ^, njuining >99^y 19 for ^ 
smelling-bottk^ ^^Ijenaiptpd )^-t!«-^' Sof^ 
jtart^h<>m i6)r ,ipay in#ilw*" ^ m^-^ 

t'r' {s Qiy fflM^ther ili?" md ;B$ia^;^, 
^^jflH^^mbers^t 

*^PRly feinfe Mias, * ^ijtttprr-Kead^iii^ ^ 

** I Muw: go tp berf ^pjs#i»«4 B«i- 
^809, gaipwg i^e dg^<.-TT'' Sjjgas, ,B[iy dear 

f^h refimn ?yh«» yw wp-ry-pja wW 
kiK>v ^ ID time;'' 

A pi^n^ment att 9)iw diYiilgi^i nb- 
.sipectiog Henry ^nMfsed bear i9«id> mA 
Mweely .oonsfious she iviia 'wkkuit a gmra, 
she hurried down the stau^, and Qagtriy 
basteMd ti& kh^ bai^ idi:aiiriiig42Mm» w 
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^ Jtieai^ ^w4qftc§s of grei^t ^otjo^i ^pjpi 
some one within ; h^ 1)^^ rested ,^ 1^^ 
Ipqk.of .the,49or, ^Jt^t Jjier ^j^rii. yirf^ j^ot 
^tJH^ngj^ppxi^ to ,e^^djjj!;e .^e pa^i ^^ 
«nft3nce ; . shp JE4c^m:«4 ^ Jt>^i^ *¥ ««- 
sfify ^f ,hqr .m<?tfeer ip4 «je qgwy ^of ^ 
f^er^ am/^^J^e^xt.vo^^as sbe ftoo^: 

ter % .r<;^9![n,. and §y ,tg ^svm^ h^j J!>Bf 
S^ ^4. n9t,^ Itlje f^jw;^^ PfirqeiVp' Ijflff 
J^ttle ^Ae Wi?^ f^cifjat^d pi S90jth. S^ 
^uther, with ,a jbefiter iij ^^ Ifff^i^j^^^le^ 

m M?^ W Ms fil^» pi?» .fpdappffrwliir 
f^M^ with % fu4^iv}f^ of npiQ^ 
dreadful ip^dJjijp^oe, whic^ he $;Q!eim€4 
scarcely abl^ to jb^fi^: ^ n^t^hjsr ,wa9 on 
Ih? §0% b?r b(^4)^i';Qbijef ^ ^ ^^ sob- 

^e;> eptf^^ce, y^ftp th£ ca^r^ge xoUqd gp 
to the door ; then Mr. Wycheiiy, |n ^ 
yqi/:^ ^^H^b )iv^f^ tolerably c^kpi^t ^p^-— 
ft Prdey the parfi^ge awj^y. YgH ffjp^^ 
«» *q tfee Pa^^a)?Jy' 1^ tft^igbt W 
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353 BEATRICE. 

I can ring myself." He did so, and gave 
his commands accordingly. 

Beatrice cast her eyes on the letter 
which he had in his hand, and perceived 
the characters were not Henry's : a fearfiil 
alarm then took possession of her mind, 
that the fatal act was committed, and 
Henry was not living ; and she was obhg- 
ed to summon all her fortitude to her aid 
to support her as she said — ** Nothing sad 
—no ill has happened, I hope V she ap- 
pealed, by look and manner, both to 
her father and mother, but each seemed 
unwiDing to speak of what had occurred. 
At last, unable to endure the suspense, 
she said again — *^ Is Heney well?" 
' Again she received no reply. 

" It is not curiosity which prompts me 
to speak, or to endeavour to pry into that 
you do not wish me to know ; but I fear 
for himJ" 

" So do I,^' said Mr. Wycherly, cover- 
ing his face with his hands. " Go, my 
child, and tell Susan to come in, and Saw* 
bridge; let them hear the distressing news." 
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Beatrice obeyed him ; and as they sat 
down, she felt she could judge the extent 
of the intelligence; but Susan, innocent 
of the coming calamity, said — " Oh, how 
the Faulkners will wonder why we did 
not go r 

" Your brother Henry,'' said Mr. Wy- 
cherly, " has left Cambridge some weeks 
— he has been in town — he is there now 
— ^in prison ^" he stopped to take breath. 

** Only for debt,** said B^trice, with 
^eat eagerness, " I am sure." 

" My children," and the father looked 
on them so tenderly — so unlike what he 
usually did, that they seemed to feel, '^take 
warning; your brother has forged — and 
you may guess the rest !*• 

A mournful silence, only interrupted 
by tears and sobs, followed this remark ; 
but that silence was broken by the en- 
trance of a servant, with a letter for Bea- 
trice; she tore it open, recognising in a 
moment the hand of Mr. Parr ; it enclosed 
one froip Henry, which she read instan- 
taneously ; it was his last farewell to her. 
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3 BEATRICE. 

evincing. It is well known how beauti^ 
ful is a Russian twilight ; it retains the 
full glowing colouc of ,^enii^g, in one vast 
condensed aod lovely cloud v and the qigbt 
itself is twilight. In sorrow man does riot 
willingly fly to society ; he is apt to pre- 
fer solitude, where he can indulge the 
strength of his grie^ without fear of in- 
truders: he yields to it» power, till the 
power is spent and faded — till he a^in 
can relish friends, whom in his anguish of 
spirit he has avoided; ' 

Count Brohl, having refreshed bimsd^ 
wandered into a small avenue of trees, in 
which seats wefe placed for theaccommo* 
dation of persons who might desiretheto : 
they were- solitary and deserted; and he 
sat down, fixing his eyes on the ear^, » 
if overwhelmed With' sorrow. His soib— 
his only child, was ho mone;. and the 
iawsdcened and JSstempered fincy^ ecndd 
onl>^ dweff ott the ev^ritivhich ftatfpFiiitig- 
ed him into irreparable tfistresii Unae* 
customed t^ subdiie his passions, &e^ ^E^ft 
stunned by the heavy calamity'J ft» he 
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was a inan on whom rdi^on had made 
but slight and feeble hnpression : he could 
not bear the evil as a man, and sensible of 
tlw, be fled from the eyes of the world to 
bnry himself in retirement. 

Raising his eyes, he beheld at a distance 
a young man, sitfingin a thoughtHil pos- 
ture, as liiudh involved in refleetion as he 
was: he seemed unbonscioai where he 
w«fi^ 6r th^t any one was regarding him ; 
and count BruM, struck by his manner, 
^prbacfaed him. His edUntenance was 
pale; and the amber hue of the night 
served otdjr to cast over it a still more 
sickly cast : it was one which smote the 
count with the impression he was also mi- 
setable.—." Young man,'' said he, in the 
Ruscdan tongue, fbcing his eyes on his — 
** young man, are you in trouble or dis- 
Uess?- 

In very bad and broken Russian, the 
stranger replied — ** I am f and rose up, 
bowing, as he prepared to ga 

Count Bruhl took out bis purse, and 
B 9 
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with his eyes stiU fixed on the young man^ 
was selecting some of its contents for his ' 
use. — " Stay," he saJd, for he was struck 
with the strong resemblance he bore to his 
deceased son — ** do me the favour of ac- 
cepting this/' 

The stranger was evidently unused to 
ctcceptj for he twice withdrew bis hand ere 
he ventured to take the money. 

** Of what country are you ?* said the^ 
count, in a familiar accent 

" Englani>,'' said the young man, hesi- 
tating. 

"England! May I ask what brings 
you here?" 

The stranger was silent. 

** At least," said count Bnihl, ** you 
have some friends — some one to whom 
you can apply ? Your manners bespeak 
a better rank in life than your dress." 

** I have no friends,^ said the stranger; 
" and, what is worse, am conscious of de- 
serving but very few." 

** I.know scwne English fiimilies," sarid 
the count: ** I (if you are unfortunate) 
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may be able to render you ^some service: 
tell me your name, and your pursuits?" 

" My name is best concealed — my pur- 
suits, I have none ; I am here, a desperate 
wanderer — ^unknown and unknowing; I 
am miserable — for Fam oppressed wiUi a 
sense of my own misery, and aware I add 
* to the wretchedness of others.** 

*' You were then here without any 
mean^ of subsistence ?'* 

" I was here," siud the young man, 
quickly, " without the means of purchas- 
ing bread, except what this ring would 
have purchased me ; and the circumstan- 
€es attending it are so peculiar, I should 
regret ever to part with it; it was given 
me, a month since, by a young man whose 
life I saved." 

'' That RING !" exclaimed count Bruhl 

— ^' Come here, young man — ^let me look 

at it. That ring was my son's ! Did he 

tnot call himself Bruhl?" he added, after a 

moment's paus^. 

-He did," 

*' Then," said the count, in the frenzy 
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^ tlie moaient* " yoii dwll want no more: 
my son is deed. If wortl^, you shall 
supply his jrface." 

** If worthy r said tjie yoiing man, com- 
pressing his li|» together—**! am. not 
worthy.'^ 

" At least," said the count, after a l<mg 
pause, ** yoM shall live with mfe if you cm 
bear the sorrows of an old and heiir^ro- 
ken man. My cah^iagw are hare-i^-^eome 
with nae to my country lodge— I will ask 
«o qupsticMis of you-^emand no aonfi- 
denee : there U a bomQ, if you will accept 
it I will call you Welitz.— Come-r*how 
glad I am I have found you !-^you saved 
the life of my son, and shall be drar to 
me." 

There was a singular air of hmried feel- 
ing in the old man's words and manners, 
bordering on insanity. The impetuosity 
of his passions had not subsided, or been 
felled by the loss of his only aaa. The 
vivid starts of the heart yet existed; and 
as Welitz (for such we shall for the future 
call him) followed the oount from the ave- 
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mie, wondering at his liaste, he bad no 
time to reflect on the immense advantages 
Uk?ly to accrue to him from this adven- 
ture: he foresaw not that, by a system of 
good and prudent conduct, he might first 
be the friend — then the adopted son — and 
lastly, the heir of his benefactor. And the 
likeness which existed between the dead 
and the living, was calculated at once to 
impreiis the count with a still greater par- 
tiality for him« 

Count Bruhl, on his way home to the 
LiO^ge, made him expkin the incident re- 
lative to his son — how Wditz dragged 
him from a watery grave whfen the boat 
fi}un<fered-~swam with him to land — re- 
ceived the ring — and parted from him, 
never to see him more. — ** I was then 
wandering, I knew not whither," said We- 
litz ; " and mere chance directed me to 
the spot where I saw you." 

The old count felt it was fate which had 
conducted him there, and at the same 
time in his own heart (as he had few rel^ 
tiona, and those people of wealth and sub- 
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stance) determined to make Welitz, if be 
was deserving, a man of fortune. He 
had him instructed in the Russian tongue 
—-the Latin an4 French he knew^; he 
found him gentlemanlike in his manners 
—of quick perception — of keen abilities, 
and good sense: he was melancholy at 
times — ^but that count Bruhl attributed to 
absence from all his friends, to whom We- 
litz had confessed he never dare return. 
Count Bruhl had never ventured to touch 
on his curiosity respecting that crime 
which drove him from his native country; 
he had promised never to solicit his confi- 
dence, and lie strictly kept his word. 

When the summer season was passed 
away, and count Bruhl mentioned his 
wishes of retiring to the capital, Welitz, 
for a few moments after his knowledge of 
his determination, testified some uneasi- 
ness; he did not, however, refiise to ac- 
company his benefactor, but only express- 
ed his happiness at the place where be 
then was. 

The evening before his departure, count 
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Bruhl, having in a great measure subdued 
his regret for his son in the pleasure of 
clifiusing joy to Welitz, and marking with 
delighted eyes his gradual improvement 
in the language and manners of his coun- 
try, seated himself in his study, which 
overlooked a tall forest, amusing himself 
by planning a future path of conduct for 
himself and Welitz to pursue. He saw 
Welitz, with slow steps, take the path 
leading to that forest: he was amused by 
seeing how well he looked in the Russian 
cloak and cap, and figured to his imagina- 
tion the sensation he would cause when 
lie was first introduced to the belles in the 
grand circles of St. Petersburg : he watch- 
ed him until he saw him enter the forest, 
and at last totally disappear: he turned to 
the table where Welitz had been writing, 
and curiosity prompted him to look at 
some scattered papers] they for the most 
part were translations ; but one, the sombre 
diction of which struck upon him most 
forcibty, was this: — 
•■• - • '■■ ' — b3 ' ' •■' . - ' 
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<< Requk&cuat in j?«rV-^Oby v^ho tia^ll skej^ 
With the girdle of guilt around them ? 

Oh, who shall opeu the ponderous gate. 
Where the spirit of evil hath bound them ^ 

** Oh, who shall calm the vision of ill, 
Which tears the heart wkh its sorrow ^ 

Oh, who shall the ci^pt of com^H fill. 
And say — there is peaee on the morrow ^ 

** Where is th^ p?!«e t^aii npan can feel. 

Whose deeds are fouly ap<i expire| 
like dying^ embers — last deca^. 

When melts the spirit^s fire P 

. " You look pale," said count Bruhl to 
Welitz^ on his return from his waUc. 

" I have been shot at,** exdaimed We- 
Utz, throwing himself iftto a ohair: •*did 
you not bear the report of a piece?** 

"No; you alarm— you frighten meT 
said the count " I heard nothing — and 
I have heard no pistol, nor any nodse*" 

" Thank God, I am safe P' said Welitz, 
shuddering, as a man would who recalls 
to his mind any extreme scene of danger 
in which he has been plunged. •* I was 
calmly walking down the path which has 
been newly cut in the forest, when I saw 
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a man sitting under one of the trees: on 
thy approach, he oovered bis face with his 
hands, and remained as if immersed in 
thought. Suddenly his actirity became 
perceptible to me; for running past me 
with iiMsrediUe swiftness, he discharged a 
pistol at me, which, unfortunately for him, 
only grassed my cap." Welits produced 
Im cap for Brohl to inspect, and he im- 
me^tely perceived a stn^ bole in one oi 
the pieces <tf fur, which stood further pnv 
Jecting than any other. 

^ You se^ my dear Welitz," said the 
count, •* we cannot be too expeditious in 
onr journey to St Petersburg : but tell 
me^ was this assassitt tall or short — and 
niiich directiOR did he pursue-^in what 
was he draised? for i do not scru|)le to 
say to yoa, I hare almmt as great an inte* 
rest io 3romr Jsafety^ as I had in tbdt of my 
oifK S6TL I oidy wish this wretdi could 
besteiHed, for it seems phmder wi^not 
bis ab§ect, ebe he would have attempted 
to roib yoa; and mlice is .harder to be 
counteracted than want'' 
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Welite answered, in: some embarrassr 
ment — ** He was in a Polish cloak, with 
a red cap, I much wonder you did not 
hear the report of the piece. He took the 
direction leading to Smolenski ; but from 
his immense swiftness, I apprehend he 
will elude pursuit" 

•* We will however try what can be 
done," said the count, oitiering some of his 
servants to take the road Welitz had de- 
scribed the assassin as going ; and he knew 
not why, but he felt a shade of doubt re- 
specting the truth of Welitz's statement 
Not a domestic had heard the pistol — no 
one but Welitz saw the man — Welitz 
could only shew a sniall hole, perforated 
by a ball in his cap. These things pressed 
into the count's mind, as Welitz compo- 
sedly sat down before him : he i^ think 
him a deceiver — ^he could not account for 
this feeling, unless it was, that Weliti? 
widied to impress him with an idea of his 
courage ; and ^or the rest, of that ^evening^ 
the count and 'Welitz both preserved a 
solemn silence. 
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At length they repaired to the capital, 
where count Bmhl so redeemed of intro^ 
ducing his handsome Welitz ; he already 
fancied him forming a most advantageous 
connexion, perhaps with the very woman 
whom his son hsd tenderly loved — he 
fancied him attracting by his converse and 
winning admiration, by his acute and briU 
liittit undei^tanding.-*^'^ My second son 
Wditz,** he called him^— " my friend, as 
well as son ;" for he absolutely found him 
necessary to his comfort and his happiness ; 
and Welitz amused many tedious hours 
by reading and conversation, and the^cmnt 
openly dedared he should make him his 
heir. 

There. was still a mystery which over- 
hung Wditz's former life, which bt times 
disquieted thewunt-— he had fits of severe 
..gioom, and heartfelt lineasiness; and once 
his benefactor ask^ if love was the c&use ? 
Welitz had smiled with a very peculiar 
smile, as he said •* IiOve*" 
. « Oh Tio--riot lover--— *' and the bitter- 
DMls of tone in %hich' he :spok^^ apd 'the 
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jtofinished sfeiiteiiee^ seemed to indicate 
lonte could never inflict what he felt and 
endured. 

Wekitz never spoke of parrats^^-brothers 
.*«^«i8tenk-*-or friends. When count Bruhl 
at any time had ^wn him a list of Eng* 
Uah names^ or given him an English news- 
paper, he never mentioned a rbeing whom 
be knew. — ** IKd you never ihear of — — 
apd ?** the count would often say; 

and invariably Wditz denied having the 
sHghf est knbwledgeof any (tf them, though 
it WHS evident he somettoDbes «aw things 
which aflfected him, and read news to which 
be was f»r from bdng indi£fertot Onoe 
the count found him with strong marks 
of emotioQ in his countenance, and so ab- 
•orbed by readii^ some £k)glish papers, 
aa to be unconadoua of his presence. We- 
Ht2s bad clasped hb liaiids, and telled him* 
self '' a guilty ou«c^t!^*«-« wiet^ on the 
&ceoftheearthr 

^' Jam here,** $atd tiie eoun^ awdcen* 
ing bim iidin bi& impuia^ of i&d&ngL He 
took up the papei'w^eii Wetits left the 
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room ; but could fiild nothing Wbkh tole- 
rated his agitation ; and be was so imper- 
fectly aoquainted witb theEng&fa tongatf 
as to be but an indifferent trandbtor, and 
in all probatHlity missed those few lines 
which toud^ tl^t heart of Welitz so 
deeply. One thing he saw; but that 
could not relate to Welito5-~It was—** A 
free pardon is granted to aU» but the per- 
petrator of that &tal d^ed which occurred 
near Xiondon some months sinee^ if they 
wiU confess wfa^e the uatual murderer is : 
it is supposed be is in Norway." 

Welitz bad been in Norway ; bat We- 
litz could never be .a murdemrr yet why 
that ghaatly fear b£ detbcticm^-thftt horror 
of mixing in company^ where Ebi^sh 
people were Ukdy to be-*-tfaat mystery of 
biith, adventuret a»d conneouon? 

Welite had leeieived; an invitation to a 
baU, given by count Dotgeuudii^ to which 
he. bad profiMsed an avereion to go. The 
count had two beautilul d^ii^ters-^Ca*- 
tberina and Blisab^bv One of then had 
ftrmerly bMn : engaged to count BrttbTs 
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son, and had loved him with extreme af-« 
-fection and tenderness; it was a wish of 
the count's heart, that if it could be ac- 
CH^mplished, Welitz would take a pre- 
possession in favour of tiiat young lady ; 
for that purpose he had expressed his ad- 
^miration of her in veiy cool terms, such 
as—" Ah, people make a great fuss about 
-Catherina ; but for my own part, I do not 
«ee she is so very beautiful— you, Welitz, 
will judge for yourself." Welitz asTced if 
«He were accomplished, clever, and virtu- 
ous ? Count Bruhl said, he believed she 
could play— «8 to her being clever, there 
Welitz must judge for himself also. 

Count Bruhl adopted the nniost proper 
method of surprising Welitz into love ; 
he left Catherina to come full upon him 
in the bkze of her charms — proud in her 
peerless beauty— luxuriant in rich and 
blooming loveliness, like a star from a doud 
&f darkness and gloom. He had often 
heard Welitz extol a noble and command- 
ing figure— a dignity of brow and manner 
—be kn^w too h^ wa^ SjKt^ more^ partial to 
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auburn tluin to black hair; Catberina .had 
all these perfections, and, in one word, sbe 
was beautiful. Count Bruhl was no less 
anxious Welitz should make a favoiu'able 
impression on Catberina ; he was ambitious 
his dress at least should be handsome, and 
in the extreme of the fashion ; and when Wie- 
litz was prepare for the ball, he could 
scarcely help sajing— " How admirable you 
look— how much dress becomes you !" Ar- 
rived at count Dolgorucki's house, he took 
;Welitz*s arm up the stairs, and led him 
through a crowd of fashionables to the 
jchair where Catberina sat. He felt dis- 
appointed ; she was still in deep mourning, 
such as she had worn when his son first 
died; she was pala*, and thinner; and in 
^nsequence of a spained ande, was ex- 
cused from rising to receive company. 
He was sorry too Welitz would not see 
ber dance, for every motion was graceful; 
and with his son, she was so envied — so 
admired a partner ; the fine rich auburn 
ringlets too, whidi he flattered himself 
Welitz would admire^ were hidden beneath 
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a &>\d of crape» so as to hide all the euirl% 
only a band of haiv being erosfled upon die 
forehead. 

" Ah!" thought count Bruhl, '^ that 
beautiful coquette Elizabeth will win the 
day now f and to prevent WeKtz asking 
her to danee, he whispered him, ** he 
hbped he would at least sit cmt atad ccm- 
verse with Catherina thetwo&si danoes.** 

Welitz was not at all averse * to this 
measure, as it gave him an opportunity c^ 
partly covering his face with the fold of a 
curtain near whidi he was, and sit the 
same time of addressing the lov^ely crea- 
ture beside him ; for he considered her 
lovely, and perhaps felt a respect for one 
who could mourn in the Russian csipital, 
amid amuisements of every kind, for a lover 
tben no more. She was' one of those 
beauties too, which mdancholy becomes ; 
it attracted Welitz to converse with her 
on subjects apart from dancing and musi<^ 
or fashions~-sufcgects which required some 
mmd and sense to discuss ; ' he found her 
reflective s^rkms, and oahn, viewing things 
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tlirougfa a prq)er and just estimation ; and 
' he was sorry when the dances bad termi- 
nated, and eount Bruhl proposed he should 
joitt the next. 

" My dear old count," said a lovely 
feature, following Welltz*s benefactor, 
** you promised nie you would dance ; and 
now I am wanting a partner, you fail in 
your promises : 



Oh, man ! — ob, man ! 
Who dare believe ye i 



>»> 



yer 

^ What a sweet voice !" said Welitz, in 
an under tone of voice to count Bruhl, as 
the beautiful creature sung it quite un- 
conscious (of course) any one but the count 
was listening. 

^* Yesf and befote he had time to add 
'' so has Catherina," Elizabeth bad linked 
her arm in his, and, with sweet fanliiliarity, 
was prattling to him of his promises, and 
his faithlessness, and begging him at the 
same time to introduce her to the Eng- 
lishman, whom she heard he had adopted. 

Welitz just heard her last words, and 
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:fae pressed forward a step' or two, that the 
. count might do him the favour of an in- 
troduction. The count however drew 
back, and led Elizabeth to the set then 
forming. 

" Does count Bruhl dance ?'' said Cathe- 
rina to Welitz, " or is he gone to give up 
. iny sister to a more youthful partner ?'* 

" I believe,*' said Welitz, speaking in 
French, and with some rapidity, " your 
latter conclusion is right ; he has just given 
her hand to yonder young gentleman." 
He had only time to say these words, 
when he found himself pressed out of the 
circle formed round Catl^rina^ and there- 
fore he quietly went to the count, request- 
ing him to introduce him to a partner. 

" Had you not rather converse with a 

. native of your own country ?** said the 

, count to him ; *' there is a young English- 

maQ lately amved*— I will fetch him to 

yoiL" 

" Stop, sir !" said Welitz, in much .fear- 
. ful agitaftiotii ? Have you not beard his 
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name? — Can you shew him to me^ an^ 
yet I not be seen by him ?** 

" His name — is Aberdeen — there he 
stands." 

Welitz started. 

** I just mentioned to him I would in- 
troduce him to one of his countrymen,** 
said the count, ** and ^ 

" But not my name!** exclaimed We^ 
litz, in fierce agitation. 

*• I could not tell him what '/ never 
knew,** said the count, drily. 

" I am taken suddenly ill T exclaimed 
Welitz again; and rushing to the door, he 
ran down the stairs, the count following 
him hastily. 

" You wish to go home — / will give 
orders for the sledge,** he said. " Your 
conduct must excite my suspicion, never* 
theless I ask no questions.*' 

Welitz wrapped himself up in his furs, 
and went home ; but the count returned 
to the room, where he found the young 
Englishman (Aberdeen) standing dose by 
the flue, warming himself. It was no 
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dfaBSpuU m^itter to tcfucb upon EngBsli 
customs and msaiodrb; And so dkttiibed 
was opmlt Brubl at Welitz's agitation, that 
he considered it no crime to endeavour to 
divine if he knew any circftisnetanqe Which 
cpuld tend to eluqidate who Wdi<2z was. 
He knew not liow it was> but hk abstract* 
ed manners sometimes excited las terror ; 
he looked at him, to endeavour to trace a 
murderous line in his countenance-^buft, to 
his^ perception, he saw none; and he was 
perplexed in his mind^ by » mystery £Dr 
which he could give no aecouttt; 



CHAPTER II. 

Count Bruhl, with some discomforture, 
reflected it was unfortunate he had given 
it out Welitz was to be his hei* ; if he re- 
tracted from that vow, he must give some 
ostensible reason for so domg: be was re- 
solved to press Mr. Aberdeen with ques^ 
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imm, which ihight tend to dacidate the 

Boystery ; siiA f<;» tbat porpose, aswe have 

before stated, he addressed him, as if in « 

easaal .yny^ on the local affairs of his own 

OMMtry^ and jamoagit others he introduced 

the subject of murder. — ^** The English 

papers,** he sdid^ *" gire an extraordinary 

account of a mnrder, perpetrated some 

time since, and offers a free pardon to those 

who did not actually perpetrate the deed." 

** Yes," ^id Aberdeen, in Russ, •* I rc- 

iiiembtt< the circumstances; the murdeif 

took place in 18 — , in the winter time-^I 

know the .place well wheve the act was 

oomn^ittad, and have been past it twenty 

timea." 

Count Bruhl rrafiembered, with some 
dismay, it was in the year 18-^ Welitz 
came torRosiEia. 

'* The yeting man who conEitratted the 
act has a price set upon his head; I have 
seen the deBKariptito of him in the public 
pritttf^-«4i^k«haiMUomeM»dark-^and dyen 
ekgaQt-'*-4Mid then rather a full f ae c" hd 
iMUf>|iMed Ut be etecealed io som^^mffat 
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eoiintiy ; perhaps," added he, metely by 
way of saying sometfaiDg, ** he may be 
here.'* 

" Oh : no— -that is not very likidy,** sdd 
count Bruhl, fagninga laii^ ; '' we should 
soon find him out" 

" He escaped in an open boat" 

"Do you know, his name?" said the 
eount 

" Yes-*-l did — something^^really I for* 
get now — it began with a W. I know 
there was a great disturi)ance at the time 
about a knife found near the spot; there 
were several people pres^it, but this young 
man gave the blow : the man. died, and 
this W — for I cannot for the soul of me 
remember his name — ^fled." 

^' I am yet ignorant of the circumstances 
attending the murder," said the count 

" Ah, so am I," said Mr. Aberdeen. 

When count Bru^l went home, his 
mind was tormented with a thousand fears. 
Perhaps he was introducing a murderer to 
his friends, and perhaps that very youi^ 
man, whom he had signified to count Dol« 
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gotucki as being the very person he wish- 
ed to supply the place of his son in marry- 
ing hiii eldest daughter, was an assassin. 
He could scarcely reconcile himself to 
the thought, when the dcior of the room 
where he sat was opened, and Welitz en- 
t€»*ed. He was half dressed, and with a 
sensation of horror aijd o£ terror, count 
Bruhl perceived lie walked in his sleep : 
he seated himself, with his eyes fixed in 
that strange and awful manner, peculiar to 
people who are affected with that disease 
(for such it may be termed), and count 
Bruhl, breathless, fixed on him also a vivid 
and staring glance. Welitz was seated 
just under a tripod, which, with decaying 
light, threw a sallow and sickly cast upon 
his feid;ures ; they, to Bruhrs. imagination, 
were filled with the terrors of a guilty 
eonsdence, distorted by fear, and torn by 
die overwhelming power of thought 
Wd^> at length raisned his hand, and 
smote it on the dde of his seat, saying at 
the moirient— *' Down! downT Bruhl 
vol: IV. c . 
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imagined his eyes stretehed wider in tbeir 
sockets, and diat fais whole system seetned 
to bespeak he thought himAelf tiddressing 
a something wfaidi rose tip in judgment 
against him ; the livid *Biy of the Itttrip tvas 
then playing on his feattures, and the count 
perceived a slight ti^embKng agitate his 
frame. He rose from his sedt— 4br who- 
ever fancied themselves atone with a mur- 
derer, and did not feel their very heart's 
blood chill ?-^fae was gohig to leave the 
room ; but Welitz preceded hito, dosing 
the door after him. 

The count remained in severe rdimna- 
tion on his own conduct, till his main came 
to bring him his dressing-gown and idip- 
pers, and with k pained and disqiliMed 
mind, be went to bed. In his sleep lie 
was pursued by visions, which pictured to 
him Welitz as the murderer of the £ing- 
lishmah— he saw him in hk dreams wAii 
kiB hiands bloody, and his faoe dtjiiofted 
by aiygry pas^ons, aiid wben ht^ atr«ike, 
he itoidd'^ifittreeAy prevail Upehhimaelf that 
it was not true. He break&sted alone. 
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finr JQst then he knew be oomld not see 
Wditz with oompomre and serenity, and 
on his table he perceived a small ill^olded 
billet, not sealed, on which* were, in red 
ink, the following words >^^ Wh At ! doe9 
count Bruhl countenance murder ?" 

He inquired who favoiight that billet, 
and was told no one knew*-4hey were en- 
tirely ignorant how any one could bare 
ent^hed tiuA rorao, as the count's eldest 
footman had had the key undl his mast^ 
came down. On the other side of the bil- 
let, in smdil dhraneters, was the word — 

** BEWARE P' 

Count Bruhl, we have sdd before, was 
m)t a man of atroiig mind, and be was so 
tiioroughly persuaded of Welitss's guilt, 
even ftom his own manners — ^his disqui- 
eted ftnc]^ — his walking in his sleep— and 
his own ^eKngs, diat for several days he 
refused to-see ^im, under pretence of ill* 
ness. 

Wditz affiNsted <as the count supposed) 
gMAt astonislniient, and at. last being con- 
, ' . ^ • c 2 
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vinoed sotfiethiog was the matter, be vo- 
luntarily presented himaelf at the bedside, 
and inquired why he, who bad once been 
the softener of hia benefactor^s ilfaiesses, 
should be then excluded from his room 
entirely ? 

" I have been unable to see any one,** 
said the courit, hesitatingly, '' and I knew 
you employed yourself in visiting Dolgo* 
rucld. Dolgorucki has two datighters-^ 
YOU must not think bf eith^ of them, 
Welitz.'' 

Welitz, who was peneitrating enough to 
know it had once been count Bruhl's ar- 
dent wash he might select either Gatberina 
or J^lizabeth, turned pale» and after a slight 
spftsm of agitation, exdaimed-*^^' Since 
you tell me so, sjx, I am bound in duty-f- 
tbat is, in gratitude, to obey ; yet I cortfess 
~but then why should I c6nfesa?-^itas 
useless. But may I ask w^-^-why^ you 
have altered your wishes? I vainly, hn- 
agined you rather wished me to fi^rm an 
attachment to Catherina:; but if it is yo«r 
pleasure^ I never will see her mwe.** 
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Count Brohl kept his eyes iiwayiix)m 
t]Miee 0f ; Welite ; and after siimbujQg up m 
mi^&9 he at onc6 aicknowledged it . had 
be^n his. wish; b«t he had given up the* 
idea, because Qomit Dolgorucki might ob- 
ject to a. man whose life had been wrapt 
in mystery* a(nd who confess^ himself 
guilty of some crim^ which darkened the 
shadow of his happin(ess — '' But that," 
«dd^ the. count, ^' I said nothing about— 
I merely advanced, you came from Eng- 
land ; I had some slight knowledge of your 
^tiior, and for that reason I notked and 
finally adopted you: but I a few days 
sinte receiyed a most singular iHllet — in 
it was writfien-H-' What ! doe^ want Bruhl 
4»u7Uen6mce murder?' This has per* 
plexed my mind, and made me miserable 
'—no one knew who brought it; and were 
I JricUned to . believe in the existence of 
supernatural powers, I might fancy they 
J||ads6me intwest in placing it before me. 
tJatil now I have fiw-btore to name it to 
you ; bujUL cannot be justi^ed in letting 
you miarry', erevi^ngain the lov^e of Ca« 
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therina Do]goruoki&-«a sttfrngett to that 
evime wlrioh dmve yon from your home^'' 
He'paused^ and fixed his eyes on WelHs, 
who was then leanhfig against the wall in 
dreadful agitation. — '^ Give me an answer f* 
said the count, in fierce a^tatmn*— * 
** Would you have forfeited your life, had 
you remndned in your own eountry*?^ 

Welitz^ made no reply. 

^ Was t^ere not a prioe set upon y^aur 
bead?- 

^ I BEUEVE THERE WAR,** Said WeUttS^ 

in a hottowvoice, but cme^of mairiy fiyree^ 

^ You believe there* waal What was 
your crime ?^ demanded the count^agidn* 

** One for which I ought to have sufibp* 
ed — one far which thousands have* pe^ 
rished ! it brought with it other crimes--** 
it ^- 

** Have you mtirderedt^'w^rmpbadtlAke 
count, hastily. 

WeUtz threw hknself hato a ehak, oo» 
vering his iaoe with his hands. 

^ You confirm my $uspieioas-^-my wofst 
suspicicHis,'' said the count. ^ Sudden bx^ 
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gee and iiii<oxu»tioii may plend a trifling 
----ntnit I*** count Bruhl started up from his 
cbaiTj and seized Wditz by his arm — " I 
knon? your- tele r he exclaimed; '* do not 
damn ojy ears by, a repetiticm ; you have 
done iKeH to deceive— -to veil my suspi- 
ci^s as you have.'* 

^ Coqnt Br^hl" said WeUtz, " I told 
you I bad a : arime-r-a fearful crime. I 
asked not for your bounty-r-I d^iimed not 
your pity-rryouf ' offers of service to me 
wape voluntaiy-T^I have not by servile 
submission won your regard ; but I trusted 
to my gratitude, in a small measure^ to 
vepf^. you months c^ tender kindness — 
yoto know my crime, and I ^ee by your 
manners we must part." 

" He saved your son,'' whispered con- 
science to the count—" will you for ever 
abandon him?'' Drops of perspiration 
chased clown bis face, apd it was evident 
some agony of a fearfiil description had 
power over his mind ; his eyes now and 
tiftea wene fixed on Welijtz, and at others 
were cast upon tbe. earth.-^-'^ I will grant 
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you separate apartments from mine,'* satd 
he, after a long pauses— "you shall, in every 
respect, be treated as my adopted son ; but 
I cannot make you my heir — ^to-morrow I 
shall destroy the will; but I will provide 
for you, and keep your secret, for the sake 
of my son — ^you shall never appear in my 
presence, without I expressly desire it-^I 
MUST part from you, and this day arrange- 
ments shall be made so as we shall not in- 
terfere with each other, and I shall assign 
to the world some reason for my acting 
thus, which will stifle its suspicions/' 

Different emotions had appeared in We- 
litz's countenance as the count spoke — ^the 
flash of his dark eye for a moment was dis- 
cernible ; but he seemed to subdue it into 
a more composed expression, and to con- 
trol his momentary frenzy with a power, 
which Bruhl did not possess. 

" Take coffee with me this evening for 
the last time,** said the count. ^ What- 
ever you have been to others, you have 
been as a son to me — ^I shall expect you at 
nine," and Welitz left him. 
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; In half an hour, count. Bmbl received 
sOKOtfaer imcmymous ep^t^ in a similar 
hand to the other ; it w^ even more mys^ 
.terioius than that» and contained the$e 
words : — ** What shall \^e say of a inan, 
who wafiiUy closea his. eyes, and rang 
Bmang fiaarfial prepip^cps? or what shall 
_we say of him,who,warm^ a iscorpion in 
his hosom? Count Brnhl may ere long 
(when it is too latfij i:epent; Will the 
n^urderer's band, thinly you, lose it§ relish 
f(* Uqod ? , The jfpn, , n»ay; sflpn^r forget 
its prey, and the tiig^ Jber, flosh, than the 
0vil heart of man . its inclinations. This is 
thy SEOOiirn waiining !rr-tbou wilt not 
live to have a thiijd.P, r 

Count Bruhl looked , around; ^xpectin^ 
Welitz with a dagg^ in his. hand, for it 
was evidently him at whom the lettj^ 
pointed; and he absolutely took down an 
old swoid, mid laid it on the taUe, prepar- 
ing for a mortal struggle. He a moment 
after was ashamed of this feeling; but he 
: still left the sword lying there, nor did he 
c 8. 
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raonorve it vAiea Welitjs entet^ed^ and his 
eye% immedKateljr cp e uw i teied the vmjfiA ; 
nor had he raffideM <x)tttmaiid av«r hjbm- 
Mtf to prewtit a slSght shiter from pev- 
vadkig hifi fitmie. Coont Bruhl obeerved 
this; but, of Gourse, md nothing. 

WeUtz was the fini to8|)eak ; and count 
Bnihl, with some dismay, saw he nn&s- 
tcsied his sword from Im side. — ^ Welitz P 
said tfie count, taming pale. 

^ Sir,** aaid the Englishman, with «oiiie- 
iMng of digni^f in his tone^ *^ I leel I 
know your suspicions. T%epe is my 
sword*'— «iid hepi>esented it — ^do with 
me what you will; but think not /, who 
have experienced your bounty, ywrtr kind- 
ness, ev^ harbonted an evil design ^s^nst 
you. No— I would perieh to presenre 
ywr life— I would peril my best tiearfs 
Mood k) yrar cause. Outcast— wrelKA as 
I am, I will be faiftful and ju^t to you."* 

Wdits f^ his voiee falter, and at the 
mine moneivt the €oont snatched him to 
Us heart—'' Yon «re fiiithful,'' be said; 
"^ let us live together as we have done." 
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tFqr some ijreeksi aU patted oil weU» 
tbokigk it xras. y^ trith luusositiess tb^ 
oama^ftLVt Cat^rina Dolgorucki was evi* 
dently partial to the presence and atten- 
tion of Welil2&: he, however, preserved a 
ale&dy couxse of manners towards her, 
whicih eouLd not bat ocmvince her, all he 
said he meaiit; but he daised not say all he 
wiahed. She had assumed a diange of 
dcessrnrand all those rich curls, and that 
finefshape, was disj^yed to infinite per- 
fection ; and» as a little species of coquetry, 
we must obseinre, she for two days wore a 
natural flower Wditz had given her, in 
h^ bosom : but on observing him pleased 
at it; she tore it in pieces, and threw it 
away. He wished to converse with her 
on thi^, and to ask how he had offended 
her; but he found no opportunity. Ca- 
therina^ once again coming forth into th^ 
world in " beauty's power,*' was far top 
inucb admired to be neglected for a mor 
ment; aqd he heard also, with some dis« 
may^ she was beloved by a handsome Rus. 
s&aa'Qffiper of. the ^urt, to whom it was 
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supposed, with treiy little penuaflion, she 
would give her aSscdom in retum fixr lus; 

Her fatlier too, on the officer's iqpptiea- 
tion to him, had allowed him full and ftee 
consent to pay every attaiidon to his 
daughter, which might win her from her 
former love ; and whilst Welitz tore hiifa- 
self away from the fatal beauty, Tobolski^ 
a young and polished man, was constantly 
in her society, and endued with all the 
graces necessary to win a female's heart 

Catherina was fiir from being of an cb- 
stinate temper, nor one inclined to* act 
against the will of her father; at the same 
time, she was above coquetry and deceit : 
she would not wfllingly give birth to a 
hope she must inevitably disappoint; and 
she felt fearful Tobolsk! might plunge 
himself into a vortex of unhappiness,; by 
fixing his affections on one who ccMild not 
retum them. But who shall sdy that the 
constant society of a man who is cbeply 
attached^-oneof fasdnating and pleasing 
exterior, shall not make son^e impression 
on a woman's weak he^rt? — *^ loe wiM 
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mdt hy i CQii3teot bent i*^ and . W^eji^iz . ex* 
pe^tedxto h^ar 3be tras betrothed, to^ Tor 
tx3lski» with . the odmiiete pf a mm. . !i^l|0 
most not hoj^e. . : i 

'^ Catherina Dolgornckj/' said cQunt 
Bruhl one day to, W^lijt^, ** is to many. 
Tobplski ; l^er father .tdd /n%e so. It , vf^ 
a good thing ypn df^ rwt :^?;; your mind 
on her/'y . , , 

" Are t^iey to be married. spo^?'' a$|ci?d 
Welitz. ..■ ... 

" Oh ! Uiat I know.nothing abputr-^»{il]f 
Dolgorucki hinted it to me this^morning," 

"Oh, it was a hint only!" excldmed 
Welitz, unguardedly* . ** Peri3tap3 it is pspit 
true.** . : 

BrUhl lifted up his eyes^imA w^is silent 

In the evening Tobokki stood up. be^ 
hind Catheiina's dedge^ which wa^ rapidly 
driving uj) the ice;, and every one CQWir 
dered the marriage as concluded on. : Tqt 
bolski was in high spirits, toq, though Cat 
tih^na seemed moce «than. usually deprei^ 
ed: h^ had, that day extorted from her a 
vow to b^ :his, and it .was natui:al be 
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ghoukl be move than in spMte ; it kkeamB 
a* thing o( osune thiri: he shciild be hapf^, 
Welitz Uift the iee eady, and netumed 
home — ^read till a late houF heaivy wwIes^ 
wfaieh required hk utmost tiiougfat and 
attrition, aiidat midnight he retired to 
his room. He ^wbi^ sMie time beftxe he 
undressed . himseit ^^ he had seareely 
completed that task, when a confiised 
rush, and tumult of voices i|i the streets, 
roused his observation: it was not the 
AOise~of a ctpwd mwdy passing along, 
sDcb as is odmmcm after any pbqe of 
Mnusement was dosed, but a sudden swell 
of people, sttdi as rise when any remark- 
able incident occurs. He heard, in the 
Russian tongue^ cries o£«^* Hast^a ! faas<- 
teiir On burstii^ open. his window* 
shutters, he per^ived the sky as if illu^ 
minated by the vising sun, and frcmi the 
east it seemed to rise into one large eon? 
aive<rf*light; acuri&^g flame! kept darb- 
ing its rays upwards, and the ^ace finom 
whence Ihat flame proceeded, he judged 
wias the house of Dolgwu(di: he quickly 
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drew on bis tlothes^ Md ^darted> hita^libe 
street, where he joined a crowd of f^ersons, 
kasteiiing in that ^&^eclloii^-'4nen, women, 
«MAdpen, iremen, mA biidkete, ^rere in 
€me pipmisoMons mass ; and WeGtz fowid 
Inmself eonveyed skomii witliouit edbrt to 
tiie 9itfeet wfeere the fire was. Hy the 
time he neacbed the boiise, die flames weie 
ngmg from all the windows; be did hot 
koew whidi was the room occupiec| bjr 
Catherina; and as he piessed throng 1^ 
4ffimen89 crowd assemtbled, he endeaTodred 
to Mcertun if any 4£ the fitmily weiie 
i«¥ed. He leaified one of the daughters, 
and Do%oracki himself, bad been pre- 
senred-*-one was y«t ^ periWand another 
moment the audd^i appearance ^f Cathe- 
rina, at one of the windows, convinced 
bim slie fw$s destined to be the victim; A 
vast ostimia of smelce, arising from wa- 
t6r being throwti' on- the building, for a 
short 4spacekid 'her iiwn him; but on its 
passing away, be distinguished h^ yiet 
Hngemg by ike window, like a visioa, 
hnghtj falpaUe,'aiid dear.~*'' A ladder***- 
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a hddaf dan be isilsed T exclaioiiedt Wdiit7» 
in a fireoEy. 

" The walls aice jtisl; feady/tpifaU in» and 
all the floors tee giving ,wiiy," said: a Rua* 
$iw, with an attempt, to make a pa^ssage 
for the young ' En^htnan, but whidi 
would have prov^ ineffectual, h&i not 
Welitz been endued 'with .thit supernatiu 
ral strength which a ^nian. evinces whai 
desperate in his resolves and undertaking^. 
— ." I must save her." ; - 

EUs exclamation tvas heard by many pav. 
scms, who immediately .saidr-*^ Ah, that is 
the lover Tobolskil-^pmy God he fnay 
save her! but it seems imposi^M^.'' 

Welitz, however, mounted the ladder, 
and kept his eyes fixed ob those of Cathe- 
rina's: she stretched out her arms to, him, 
as if imploring him to hasten ; and Welitz, 
amid the shouts of the crowd, brcmght her 
down in safety in his arms* The count 
Dolgorucki could cmly emfot^ce him with 
transport ; and Tobolski^ who just arrived 
in time to see his Catherina safe, was 
equally, girateful for her .4eliverbnjoe. She 
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had received only a slight burn on, the 
arm; and Tobolski fdt t!ie whole force of 
the obligation, when he. rejected the peril 
Welitz had been in to tove his betrothed 
wife. 

As for Catherina, after thi$» Tobolski 
found her oppressed with a heayy melan- 
dioly : he attributed it at first to the Joss 
of her jewels, which were consumed; and 
as there were no means of her ever reg^-» 
ing them, with gallantry and affection he 
had purchased some as near like them as 
possible; and one morning she found them 
on her table (for they bad apartments at 
the palace), in a casket, cm which was writ- 
ten — '* Tobolski to his destined wife T 

" Oh look, Catherinar said Elizabeth; 
'* your lover has sent you some beautiful 
present; the very casket itself is divine — 
it is sealed — may X just break the seal?" 

Catherina replied in the negative, and 
coldly put them aside, saying — '' No, Eli- 
sabeth, I will not even look at them." 

" Isl^ iook at themr j?aid EUzabetl^ 
surprised. 
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♦« No-*' 

^^ And ihey we meant for a weddii^ 
present^ I dare say,'' exdaimed Elpabetfa» 
in an appealing vmoe. 

•* Then I am sure I never will have 
them,''^ answered Cathetina, with some 
force. ** I do not mean to marry Tobol- 
ski— I cannot— I should deceive him ipost 
grossly if I did; and I shall tdl my fkth^ 
I CBOk never have him !"* 



CHAPTER IIL 



I would have warnM thee— but thou wenldst uot bear: 
I would have wara'd thee by mj flowiug (Qfir*r- 
Bj sigpf— by loi)ks — by letters — and by words ; 
But thou disdaiuM them all 

Manuscript Old Flay. 

Catitbrina oonsequentty t(4d her fiither 
of heir resoWe- * Count Dolgorudd was 
surprised at his daught^r^s deteramiation, 
but not indignant : he was one of those 
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good &the» whQ wiscljr jim fiv then 
children's happiness more than for theii 
gnndeuB. Toboldd, a polished young a£- 
fimc of the court of %L Petersbuiigi on* 
ducd: with so many biiUiant qualities^ was 
indeed a man he apprehended would liave 
met vritik no ill reception*. Catherina had 
ceoeiTed his. attentions^ and aeo^ed his 
love, but never in a manner whidi testi- 
fied it was stioDgly r^urned; and since 
the fire she had been cooler and oocd^ 
tin at last» with mvefe p9h3> Ae confessed^ 
Tol|old« was not a oMm she erercould 
love more tha» a firiend^r— ^ I wish yoii, 
my dear father,"* she said» ^ would tell him 
SO} and at the same time tell him how 
nmdt I am distres^bd at the diange^-I— » 
I mean the stale of my hewt : I never 
meant to deceive; but I eamiot marry 
Tobobkl whilst my heart is prepossessed 
with another.'' 

^ But A( is no more,** aidvimced iht 
count-^^ be is 41 p^ad object of aflfectioni'^ 

^ It k a x^ivivPG object^ dear fatherT 
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8aid,Cadiei3iii|» tllrowing' bevadf into his 
aims. 

/^ Then it is WeUtz^" said the count, press- 
ing her to Im heart f* My chiM, I have 
Gi)9ery0d his attaohm^nt^I have dbsearved 
his lAtuggles' to cxxnceal it : I know Bruhl 
WiU not object ; and it is my fervent wish 
vby diild may be happy. But my brave 
Tobolski, I pity him-" 

y Y But you» my dear ftlher^" said CSathe- 
riibf in tears, ^ will padfy his mind; and 
he will not surely I^ig regret a womiaii 
who cpuld not love him: you will per- 
suade him to forget me ; fw I was. never 
IHT^Nfthy. hi$ laye.". < 

Count Dolgorucki» however, had great 
difficulty, in persuadii^ Tobolski Cathe* 
rina eould never be his : he could scarcely 
beU^ve what was so dissommt to his wishes, 
and hes^ggered under the Mws, ais one 
who feels a thunderbolt burst over his 
fa6itd. His heart ammediafely\ suggested 
somfe fortunate rival's powerful ' mfluadce, 
anyl he could not help telliog count Dol* 
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gcmickU he apprehended such to b^ the 
case. 

" You are riot right in that condusibn^'' 
said count Dolgorucki • ** no rival has en- 
deavoured to gain her love. Welitz, th^ 
adopted son of count Bnihl, her delivefer 
from the ftre, which happened ait vtky. 
house, is the man she.prefers: but h^ hA§ 
never sought to estrange her lo^e frott^ 
you : he has endeavoured, by evefjr means^ 
in his power, to, conceal it; and I assure 
you, thy daughter's preference for him^ he? 
is at this moment totally ignorant of.*^ 

" At least," said Tobolski, with some 
generous emotion appearing in hfs coun- 
tenance and manncfr, " Catherina will not 
pain me by returning those jewels which 
I yesterday had conveyed to he^ room, 
with a wish of- her acceptance of tbem: 
let her keep them ; and since I may not 
be her lovcfr, kt her wear them for my 
sake as a friend !" ^ 

The count and Tobbli^ki j^arted friends. 
Catherina was persdaded to take the jew- 
els; and Bdigc^^ki ifetidlihett only to 
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break the niAtter to BrahL It was one 
which required some delicacy, and o»e 
which so £u* involved the fedings of hb 
daughter) as madeJbim cioeful bow he 
went upon the subject altogether. 

Once closeted with eount BruM, DdU 
gorudci •broke the iee; but how was he 
^flgrined to find yni so far from ^iterkig 
into the affiur with my thing like plea« 
su r e chan ge countmianoe, and taise evay 
possible obstacle to the projected attach* 
ment! — ** Welitz saved Catherina^s life; 
and as there is a mutual regard existing, I 
think it would he nothing less than cruel- 
ty to separate t^em,'' said Dolgoruoki. 

«« Yes—but Welitz is an EngliduaEian,'' 
idvanced BruhL 

« Not the worse for that,** said Dolgo- 
rucki again. - 

** No; but he left his couatry und^ 
ciraunistances of a peeuliw nature-^4i 
VERY peculiar nature ; and there is a n^ys- 
t€p^ '^bieh-/ oaimot devd9p*-*4ior will 
be-*^wfaiA^verhanagfr^aatwis v aMl ^w 
e9n I justifydmyself iK fiormittikig rhim Ho 
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many into a family so noble 418 yours, 
without being able to say what was the 
xsnme for which he left England ? Yes, 
ray friend, it was a cbime !" 

** How has he passed his time^n what 
pursuits, since he was here — and if you 
iKispect him o£sl foul edme^ why do you 
make him your adopted son, and your 
heir?" demanded Doigorudd. 

To this interrogation Bruhl could only 
SBcy*^*^ He has always conducted himself 
as he ought; and it was for your .sake, 
aitd that of your daMghter, I kept him so 
much away from her. He loves her ; and 
I think 4)im notv a repentant man; yet 
when Qtie reflects upon marrying one'^ 
dtiiid to It person guilty of a crime, and that 
one e rf >■ .1 mean one we do not know oij 
it seems an alarming hazard to run. If 
you ooia^aaA he shoM have your daugh- 
ter under these circumstances^ that ^^ame 
:ho«r I dpdare him my heirt — ^for I love 
him." 

CounU^cdgoruel^i w^ £br.^ moment 
sitenttis^tV^t he desired. a. 5h<Hrtt]siae for 



y Google 



4'8 BEATRICE. 

reflection, and an interview with Welitz, 
which was immediately granted. He 
justly considered count Bruhl could not 
'Move" Welitz, unless he had some esti- 
mable qualities, besides those of mere con- 
versation and fasdnati<H). He had had 
time to investigate the heart, and analyze 
the mind. Man was but man. In the 
heat of youth, and the predominance of 
passion, he might have been guilty of some 
crime; but Bruhl said he was a " r^>ent- 
ant man ;" and if a human being ared, all 
they could do was to repent. Catherina 
had been saved from inevitable destruc- 
tion by Welitz — Catherina also loved him ; 
nor was it wonderful she should do so. 
All these things passed into Dolgorucki's 
heart, as he was awaiting the- entrance of 
Welitz, in a small room peculiarly appro- 
priated to his use: it was fumi^ed witji 
only two chairs, a writing-table ^imd desk, 
after the ;£nglish fashion, and a flue: 
books, in the English language and Riis* 
sian tongue^ were pliced in shelves around 
it, and one laid u|K>n the table, as^ if it had 
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been recently perused. Welitz was longa: 
than count Dolgorucki apprehended ; and 
to beguile the moments of his stay, he 
opened the English volume, at a part 
which forcibly chained his attention to it. 
— *' Whoever shall aver, when he commits 
one crime, that it shall not extend to many 
more^— that it shall not expose him to the 
danger of falling still deeper into the jaws 
of sin, argues as a madman and a fool. 
The man who plans to waylay his feUow- 
man, with an intent only to rob, is not 
aware but that peculiar circumstances may 
not make him add murder to theft." 

Count Dolgorucki perceived this passage 
had been read and re-read — it was marked 
with a pen ; and in a hand very much re- 
sembling Welitz's, a small note was add- 
ed, of no peculiar import, but one which 
related to the passage in question, and he 
was engaged in reading it when Welitz 
entered. Common salutations having pass- 
ed, the count opened his embassy, by in* 
quiring if Welitz bad not a prepossession 

TOL. IV. D 
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in fevour of some Russian lady* The evi- 
dent confdsion into which he was 1^it>wn 
hy thk question, generated in Dolgwuck^^ 
n^ind a mixture of deHgbt and self«49atts- 
faetion; and with great pleasure be said 
he was commissioned by the count Bmhl 
to dei]^and who it wa^ that propcsife 
might be 'made in due ibrtti, H the iady 
was dt^ngaged. 

^ Thfe being WbcMn I do hyve,*' said We- 
Htz^ widn some degree cf agitation, ^is 
placed at a distance frorii me by two in- 
supenble barri^^^ ; her heart is engaged*^ 
and her Family noHe and illustrious.'* 

Dolgoriieki kept his eyes fiSoed •€« the 
changing 'conntenajwee (of Wditz, with la 
steadfast afnd penetrating gknc^ and *wms 
not sutprised lt?o see the W(»kings ef cBs- 
appoiiAi^d affection in his Jk^ Bind mm- 
ner.-^" I kndW this beiftgr «aid tbe^count 
.^** do not be akt*m€d> tt isCATil^RfKA 
DoLGt>RiJrcKi ; «he has ttlitiqukheS l%lto(- 
ski, for you." 

^For mer said 1V*liti:; and h ^e 
flash of frenzy darted across his^flusci--^* f« 
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«ey-^bur^-«nd his vmce became hur<* 
ned — " Jam not wcwtby of her; though 
I solemnly sweenr, I love her more thtti I 
em express, and that the whole of my 1^ 
shall be passed in condneiDg to her happi* 
ness; that tfrom the first moment I saw 
bar, I adored her ; yet, will she not relin- 
quish me, when she refleets on the mj^ 
tery— 4iie "" 

^ She and I have waved that," said DoU 
gorucki, smiling. ^* Count Bruhl makes 
you his heir. I shall give her a marriage 
portion suitable to her rank, and may Grod 
make you happy !" 

Welitz appeared too muph overjoyed to 
be capi^le of expressing himself; and the 
count having told him he should expect 
him to supper that evening, left the house. 

It was but natural to suppose Welitz 
ffcould overwhelm his benefactor wilrfa ex- 
pressions of grateful affeption; tliat be 
fdiould eaH him bis more than fatber^^his 
iiiend— his preswver— bim from whom lie 
43ated all his hsqppiaess; and it was not 
JOS 
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less natural to suppose Welitz shotild; 
with feelings far beyond our powers of de^ 
scription, array himself in the most be- 
coming dress to visit Catherina, and at m 
early hour he set off in his sledge for the 
palace. He had figured to himself his 
first meeting with her — her blushes— r4)i$ 
own delightful feelings ; he figured to him- 
self also, her exquisite loveliness, her winr 
ning gracefulness, and still more charming 
conversation. 

Proceeding rapidly along, he was al- 
ready within a short distance of the pa- 
lace, when his sledge was stopped by a 
man in prince MenzikofTs livery. — " Is 
this the young count Welitz?'* said the 
interrupter to Welitz'S servant. 

Welitz's attendant said, it was. 

" Then he is immediately wanted at the 
Orlow HoteU by his friend prince Menzi- 
kofiTs son." 

Wditz, who heard the invitafCion, seem^ 
ed unwilling to be delayed^ and asked the 
man if another time would not da, as he 
was thdn engaged, and could not conve- 
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iiiently comply with youiig MenzikolTs 
wishes. 

The servant said, his master had com- 
manded him to add, count Welitz would 
not b^ long delayed ; for that purpose he 
had sent him with his sledge and swift 
horses. 

" Go on to the palace — to count Dol-* 
gorucki's apartments/' said Welitz to his 
footman — '* say I shall be there in an 
hour ;*' and getting into MenzikoflPs sledge, 
he was driven down the street with the 
greatest rapidity. 

'The night was morie than usually dark, 
and most of the lamps, from a high and 
•driving wind, were out, except those near 
to the palace, which were screened from 
its fury by a high wall Catherina had 
expected her intended lover even some 
time before his servant arrived with the 
message. She passed the houi^ in all the 
tumultuous anxieties of joy, timidity, arid 
fearj it passed, but Wejitz came not — 
smother .winged its slow course, but still 
no Welit;^ came; she repeatedly a|)pealed 
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to tile watch she wore — to the o^faednd 
clock — but time went calmly on, biingtng 
no lover; and unable to oonceal her anx- 
iety, she retired to her own eoom, whieh 
ovarlooked the street to sono^ eonsiderable 
distance. A foot passenger, as if waiting 
for some one, was leaning against the pot- 
tico of a house near; his figure resembled 
that of Tobolski, and she was ao persuaded 
it was he himself, i^e twiee <^ned tte 
sash to speak; but obsaring her, who- 
ever it was glided on, looking back to see 
if he was seen, and at last, amid the gloom, 
totally disappeared. She could not ac- 
count for the feeling which made her ao 
restless and imeasy; and agonised by feais 
for the safety of her lover, she private^ 
dispatched a domestic to the Qrlow Hotd, 
to know if Welitz was there. Answer 
came bade, he was. 

The night, however, passed by, and 
Welitz did not vi^t his Catherina. 

Count Brubl, at an early hour the next 
morning, was at the — — palace, wid pre- 
sented himself at the breakft^>4able of 
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Bolgarucki jost as tbay w^re^ .letting 
down r bis eotttiteoanQe w^ troubled and 
diami^^-^^* We did jpofc $e€t Welifcfc" 
said Dotgc^udsi, Mrhq waa impatient to 
Imavr the caiiaeof Ms delay, ^ laat eveniog^" 

^ Ife (fid not roadi home till late, and 
he has entreated me to make his excuses. 
Young Menzikoff and he were at the Or- 
low Hotel-r-»tbe &et is^ I believe thc^r 
dnMsk hard : it waa nqt y^iuqg Measikoff 
himself but a friend of bis. It is a oom« 
plex business altogether ; and Welits has 
« heodaqbi a»d k a^b^aed of being de^ 
wyftd frwn ypiu'- He tmrned to C^tbei?ii 
Ml M he ipc^e, yjt whose erimsowd cheeks 
be saw a fi?^ir^ of wortifled j^ide and in^ 
diignationt That any thing could seduce 
him ftway from ber at the yery time when 
l^wwtQ deqlare his pa^^pn, and knew 
be should be seeqre of wcqegs, vf^s at once 
inc<pap^h«nsible and strange; and she 
m}^ not ewijy awommodate to heir ?nind 
my excuse Welitz might frame, 

Wel^tz appeared hinjs^f in the com^ 
of tbe day^ and| a$ he e^^p^ted, he fonod 
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All the Dolgorucki family cooler, and mote 
distant than they bad ever been befwe; he 
found himself also uncomfortable and per- 
plexed; and he feared (sudi were Cathe- 
rina's manners), that as woman is quick 
and resentful in what regards her pride, 
ber love, and her native and inherent dig- 
nity, jshe might eventually refuse him. 
He judged wrong in this idea: Catherina 
was forgiving, though the case was aggra- 
vated, and readily consented to hear the 
excuse Welitz made. 
; ** I was no sooner in the sledge," said he 
to her, after he had named the rencont^ 
with Menzikoflf s servant, ** than I found 
myself driven with great swiftness to the 
Orlow Hotel. MenzikoflT, I was told, was 
in a room waiting for me: on entering 
that room — I think it was number seven- 
teen — I saw no one but Howitzer, who, 
you know, dear Catherina, is a fHend of 
MenzikofTs, and a distant relation of coutil 
Bruhl : we exchanged a few words. How- 
itzer had a few questions to. ask concern- 
ing my benefactor, and I as readily an^ 
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isw^red tlietn. We passed neariy five mi- 
nutes^ or it migbt be more, together, when 
I begaii to be impatient for young Men- 
^ikofiPs appearance. Howitzer, to whom 
I was personally known, and whom I al- 
ways felt a friendship, for, asked me to 
. taste some wine he wa$ drinking. I did 
so: it had a most remarkable effect on 
me; I grew thirsty, giddy, and intoxica- 
ted ; I drank hard, I dare say ; for I do 
not remember seeing young Menzikoff at 
all*— nor, in fact, any thing which passed, 
until the wiaiters led me home to count 
Brufal's. The air refreshed me, and I 
. tBN^med capable of bringing to my mind 
the events of last night; and, believe, me, 
the agony of my mmd was most exquisite, 
>in reflteti«g I had in all probability lost 
you for ev^,** 

. Catherina ima^i^ Welitz had not im- 
parted (jbewholg of his tale, as there wtast 
an .emfaamttdment . in hia manner, which 
-abe thought testified something was yet 
"concealed; she^ however, consented tore- 
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ceive hiqa as her knner, and aH seemed re- 
stored to happiness. Howitzer was oon- 
ndered as the chief oflSender ;' and as none 
so easily forget injuries as tiiose who sin- 
cerely love, Catherina bad nearly i|)rg0tten 
the cireumstance ; when it pleased count 
Bruhl, in honour of the approaching mar- 
riage, which was to have been solemnized 
in the summer, to give a masked ball to 
his friends and acquaintances. As it was 
the last he meant to give before that pe- 
riod, count Bruhl determined that it should 
excel in every way. Catherina p-esided 
at many of the decorations; and it was 
her hand which arranged the orange flow- 
ers mid myrtles so tastefu&y in Hie bftUU 
rootri : it was a season of delight^ and of 
hope; the bustle of preparation— 4he har- 
ry of congratulation — ^the invitatioiis ac- 
cepted, and others rej&ised-«-*the jojf €i 
choosing characters, and &acpag wbat 
would bd done when those ehmicteei were 
embodied, waa at once j^sing and 4^ 
^gbtful. Catheriiia looked what die wiaa 
— happy : it is true^ now and then a shade 
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F«aipdinw4 Brubl-^-^ who had once led 
her through 9iioiUur gaietieSf^A^ who w^ 
onee more 4wr thpn life itself, wa$ then 
no more — ^the form of PM^ly gr9Qe» whiqh 
£^m her earliest childhood she had re- 
«pe(^ec^*-the vq^ifGf to which all others 
bud wee been untunalWe, was then nev^ 
to be heard wore. 

The evening eume; ]^Uzabeth» with 
whom nirtbing was a t^^k which came in 
the ahape of pleasure, had ohosen the cha^ 
motor of an Italian singer-^Cdtberina wcore 
a green domino-»-WeUtz was also Iq t 
jdomiiio; and at half^ast ten most of the 
TJtltattta iirme arrived. Welit?, who fouqd 
bimself inoeasantly troubled with a CQUgb» 
knew Ca^rina would recognise him 1^ 
it; and proposing to change inasl^a witi^ 
Mome o£ his inends» that he might deeeive 
her, «t akrven quitted the room, followed 
by Janoald, a particular and iuitimate m^ 
i|uamtmce : they went into an aotiroom^ 
Md fiodi^g tbesHiely^ alone, vumaskedt 
md excbwf^ dpioioos. Qn ^ttemptwg 



vGooQle 



►gi, 



^ BEATBICfi- 

to quit the aniirbom, they found then*' 
selves fastened in, and it was not until 
some time afterwards, amid the music, and 
personification of the different characters, 
they could be liberated, 

Welitz looked around for the green do- 
mino, but she was nowhere to be seen", 
aihJ seating himself in one of the alcoves, 
he awaited patiently the entrance of her 
whose absence he had most occasion to re- 
gret. Finding that she did not appear, 
ile engaged ^ lady for a dance then form- 
1ng-4magining she was gone dso to diange 
4ier domino to surfurise and mislead him. 

Catheriria was differently employed: 
as soon as he left the ball-room, a bladk 
mask came, and stood so pointedly before 
her, that she was under the necessity of 
Moving from the place where she was. 
The black mask still followed, and at last 
seated himself by her, yet did not speak; 
^ind Catherina, awed by hk mamier,.dared 
tibt utter a word. It seemed fKiJf the 
mask afibcted her with nervel^ efliotiotH 
^r she wiiihed to quit the spot; yet h» 
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heart chilled and sunk within her, and the 
mask, with folded arms, continued to fiit 
his eyes on hers. — ** You are near your 
marriage, are you not?" he at length said, 
in a voice of hollow dread, and which Cathe- 
rina deemed was one of masquerade only. 

" I believe so — ^yes," she replied faintly. 

" Do you know where you have seated 
yourself?" said the mask. 

** Yes;" and she endeavoured to assume 
an air of cheerfulness, which she hoped to 
impart to ha* companion; ** just under a 
bough of an orange- tree, which I helped to 
put up myself this morning." 

The mask raised his arm, and gathered 
0gie of the flowers — kissed it, and then 
w<>uld have given it to Catberina, but she 
refund it> saying at the moment*—^* I am 
betrothed, and cannot receive it." 

•* Yx>n WBBB betrothed," said the mask, 
'iantiog the flower down. ^' Have you esh^ 
tirely fbrgottep-^aitirely obliterated Fer- 
jdihand frpnl your memory ?->^nd may not 
)iim you mean to marry, if another cx>me$. 
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Caiberina now imagined it was Tobot 
•ki; an4 she felt the more inclined to 
leave the place where she was situated* for 
she felt she had injured that Inrave and ge- 
nerous young man; she rose-^but the 
mask rose also, and Catherina shuddered 
beneath his touch, she knew not why. 

*' Stay,** said the mask. " Are you sure 
you shall be faithful in this Ifist choioe ?-*^ 
fo* you have had three lovw*^^^ are 
you sure you will never again alter ?*• 

" If the charQelJimise gives not up its 
dead* I am Welitz's brid^^ she replied. 

The mask made no r^y ; but lifted up 
a small curtain, and discovered to Cathe- 
fioa a filU-length portnut of FerdioAed 
Bruhl, in the pride and Idoom of manhood, 
.whidh oount Bruhl had given particnlar 
^ffders on that night shcadd be removed 
•from tbe apoi: ; but his request had been 
neglected. Catherina turned pale; bat 
that the mask was unable to see^^e beii^ 
thickly veiled. He was again going to 



y Google 



. BBATRICE. 68 

address hen when an old prophet^ in an 
emereld^^coloured tumc and embroidered 
vest, seized her by the arm» and drew her 
aatde-**^^ Expose thy palm, and let me 
read thy doom,** he said ; and on her push- 
ing up her full sleeve, he gazed for some 
time intently on it, and at length, in pure 
Russian, recited the f(^wing lines :^^ 



PBSBICTJON. 

<* By tb# line oTlifii, I see 
lki\» j^^ is uwurkcd for tl*ee ! 
By the line of love, I know 
Thou must suffer pain and wo ! 
Here are crofttes-«>£orrow» — c ar »« » 
TP9iiblfi> which tby heart must «b«u-e. 
Blood will flow ere thou'rt tied — 
Blood will flow ere thou art bride ! 
Beware a viper in thy way. 
And trun lo all ibe libyif aay.— 
Him thou lov'dst with tender love, 
Is ffir from thee in Heaven above f 
Htm thoti turned wit^ scorn from thee. 
Shall wrest tliy 9oql from miK ry. 
He who niiw thy love possesses, 
Seducing thee with fond caresses, 
Witt prove a wretch ! ihen, ere too late. 
Maid — awaken from thy fate P 
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These words made a great impresdon 
upon Catherina; and she was insensible 
that the prophet had left her, when We- 
litz, in his borrowed domino, came near 
to her. — " Your father, my Catherina,'* he 
said, " is taken ill in a distant part of the 
room — he wants your assistance-^I am 
come foi' you to hasten to him, and I fear 
it is a mental illness, more than a bodily 
one." Welitz drew her arm within his, 
and was going, had not the same oracle, 
who had been expounding to Catherina, 
caught him by the hand — " I cannot stay 
now," said Welitz, snatching it away from 
his grasp—" I am in haste." 

" Thou shalt stay, when next i 
WISH THEE !" said the prophet ; and We- 
litz, with those words ringing in his ears, 
led Catherina to a sofa, on which Dolgo- 
rucki lay. 

As soon as he saw his daughter, he de- 
sired to be left alone ; and then taking her 
arm, he went into one of the antirooms, 
where, exhprting her to be calm, he said 
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he had received some intelligence, which 
he wished to communicate to her. 

Overcome by a variety of emotions, and 
stupified with a sense of heavy dread, she 
could only say — " Tell me, my father, for 
the most dreadful account you can give 
me is scarcely so bad as this horrible sus- 
pense, to whom does this intelligence re- 
late?" for, with natural fear and turpitude, 
she could not help bringing to her mind 
what the prophet had said. 

•' To Welitz," replied Dolgorudd. . 

*' Then tell me !** she exclaimed, anx- 
iously, and with an eager voice. 

^ My Catherina,** said Dolgorucki, *' you 
must be calm — read that, and then tell me 
if your father has not erred, in counte- 
nancing the love of a man, whose fate, past 
.and future, was involved in mystery and 
darkness?" 

Catherina took a small billet, which her 
fitther put into her hands, and read — 

"- ^* COUNT DOLGORUCKI, 

' ** Before the marriage of your 



y Google 



daiD^hter i$ solemnized^ doea it ^t behoye 
you to inquire into the oonduct of her ish 
tended husband ? The knot once tied> can 
never be unloosed ; look to hU hands» if 
there be not blood upon thewi ! Did not 
Ferdinand Beuhl disapfeae sudden- 

I,y ?— DID NOT THIS WeLITZ SWEAB HK 
BAD ONCE SAVED HIS LIEE^ AND PEQ* 
DUCE A EINO, WHICH HE SAID WAS GIVEN 

HIM? INFAMOUS impqsxqe! . Can you 
give the lovely Cathenna to a man like 
this, who the very night he was to have 
addressed hw, and sought hw lov^ was 
revelling in another part of tiie oity? 
]3ow well he can feign-^how well he oan 
dissemble, when count Bruhl's fi^une apd 
count I>Qlgc»rudd's daughter are th« 
pciaeai Beware then* and take waroipg 
before it is toQ kite !" 



" Qh, my firther/' sadd Gittb^inat Mipg 
on her knees, weighed down by a dim 
sense of misery and distnuiticHit ^^ he can- 
not be a murderer !-.^he cwiiot be a de* 
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odver! Shew him the letttt*-4et kim 
trace the band, and find out the abandoti- 
ed writer.— Welitz, Welitz, I can never 
tiiink so ill of thee, unless thy own lips 
confess it \^ 

rMgorueki raised her in his arms««<- 
" My darling child P be said, " we will 
dedi openly with hijm ; yet my mind mis- 
gives me. — I remember once——" 

" But you do not think him a mur- 
derer ?" said Catherina, with her eyes fixed 
on her father's. " Oh, you the best— the 
most generous of parents, will not con- 
demn unheard!** 

" My child," said Dolgorucki, " yoij 
rava WeKtz shall tell us his crime, and 
if it be not murder, we will forgive it : he 
has left his native hmd under circum- 
stances o£ mystery, and it is our duty to 
uiquire^ and he must reply, or forfeit your 
hai>d and heart. You shall not enter the 
ball.^t)om again; but I will make some 
excuse for your not joining the masks; 
but amongst so many, you will never be 
missed. God bless you, my love \^ 
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Catherina, convulsed with terror at her 
own impending fate, left her father, her 
eyes streaming with tears ; but Dolgorudd 
assuming an air of composure, entered the 
ball-room, where he seated himself in one 
of the niches approximating to the orange 
wreaths, and fell into a reverie on the 
mystery of Welitz's connexions and con- 
duct. 



CHAPTER IV. 

His thoughts were only interrupted by 
the following converse — ** A very gallant 
lover," said a young Turk, who was stand- 
ing by Dolgorucki's back, apparently in 
deep conversation with another mask; 
^ but, upon my honour, he is a lucky fd- 
low, to marry, or have the promise of the 
beautiful Catherina, and count Bruhl's for- 
tune." 

** Very fortunate indeed," said another 
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mask, in whose voice Dolgorucki easily 
ascertained Howitzer^s. ** As you were 
observing, a very gallant lover, to be drink*^ 
ing when he ought to have been at his 
mistress's feet ; he can drink deep, and 
play deep too ; we played that night we 
were at the Orlow Hotel ; but he drank 
hard to stifle his feelings, for he lost most; 
famously." 

Dolgorucki listened with great atten- 
tion. 

" A pretty quandary he must be in the 
next morning with respect to his mistress," 
said the Turk. 

^ Yes ; but he was forgiven, and they 
are soon to be married. Look, there he 
stands ! I know him, though he has ex^ 
changed dominos with Janoski." 

Dolgorucki heard nothing more which 
interested him, nor was he sorry when, one 
by one, the masks disappeared, and all the 
bustle of the grand ball was over, and he 
found himself once more at his apartments 
in the palace. He read and re-read the 
billet he received, ndr could he help rfe- 
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fleeting on the strange manner in whidi 
it bad been given him.. Whilst be was 
watching tiie dancers, and endearounng 
to guess at the variotrs persons who were 
forming that motley group, he felt m band 
in his bosom ; he turned liastily rounds 
but at that moment a sudden pushing <if 
some nKn*e characters, ambitious of bekig 
amongst those who were tripping it on 
Uie ** light fantastic toe,** hid the person 
who had thrust the billet into his breast 
from his view. 

At the first opportunity he read it, and 
as he called many circumstances to bis 
memory relative to Welitz, he began to 
feel suspicious of him. Bruhl had appear- 
ed too, less sanguine in tiie marriage than 
be bad imagined — be had made it known 
Welitz was to be his heir — be had fakited 
be was a repentant man--4i man who seem- 
ed to experience ironies of remorse, and 
what should brkig tliat ibrtli 'bat crime 
--«4be commission of feorfol and toriUe 
crime ? The thing itself a^nstted «F no 
^lay — Welitz must be qnestioned, ani 
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Welite must confess; and in the morning 
Dol^onicki determined to have an audi^ 
€fl&ee with him, to demand an explanation, 
and be certain of an event, which must 
either set the marriage aside, of only don- 
firm its h<Ei{>pine8s. Immediately on his 
return lie wrote Welitz, to ask him to 
breakfast, and commanded the note to be 
teamed that night, that Welitz might 
bave no Engagement to prevent his wait- 
ing on him. Welitz was up, and received 
1iie note-— answered and accepted it 

Catherina, after getting into her sledge, 
and wrapping herself in her furs, was 
driven home to the palace. A stunning 
seme of misery seemed opening upon 
her*— Welitz guilty of murder, was a thing 
^he knew ^not how to tolerate or believe ; 
yet at tkne^ tbe strange depi^sttioii of Ms 
coisduct--4iis absence^— bis visible dejte- 
tion when people spoke of Sn^and, all 
rang Jln her imnd. She did mot retire to 
rest; but, divfestiwg faetself «df her 'oma- 
>Hie»ts, <she iiispstched faer wosnaB from 
hw vooTS^ and Mated fa^cseH' by the twin- 
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dow : it opened into the palace gardens, 
and moving her light from the table, she 
for some time amused herself by looking 
down into them. After the wild tumult 
of a heated room — the crush and confusion 
of motley masks — the incessant gaiety of 
music, it was a relief to compose the mind, 
by watching the palace gaMens at moon- 
light ; all was so still, so serene, and beau- 
tiful — " distance made more sweet" by 
mistiness and gloom, and all in soft-clouded 
beauty, tended to compose a mind, tor- 
tured with so many doubts, and agitated 
by so many fears. 

Catherina had one of those noble faces, 
which remind us of that antique style of 
Greek beauty, which is now so rare; 
thought renders such a countenance more 
expressive than her smiles, and stamps it 
at the sanae time with dignity and expres- 
sion — ^it was untouched by colour, and 
seemed a model of perfection, just risen 
from the chisel of the artist. 

She was somewhat surprised to observe 
a man in one of the walks of the garden : 
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he seemed in agitaticm — alike influenced 
by contending emotions as she was, and 
she was distracted from her own grief by 
watching the effect of his ; he saw her, and 
evidently avoided her glance: from his 
figpre and height, she judged it was To- 
boUki.— ^' I will speak to him," she said 
to herself, and for that purpose she opened 
the window. The rays of moonlight fell 
on her. face, the bold outline of which ne- 
ver, looked more beautiful. — " My dear 
friend Tobolsk! P' sh^ exclaimed, convinced 
it was heu 

The individual raised his head* 

" Why do you wander in these gardens, 
when you ought to be at the masquerade?" 

*' Every thing to me has been masque- 
rade^" said the figure: ** I have not taste 
for. such things, when you are not there; 
it was you who ** 

'* Tobolski," said Catherina, gently, 
** come to this window — tell me candidly 
and truly, have you ever heard aught 
agakist Welitz, my destined husband ?" 

roi4.. IV, E 
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The figure was silent. 

•* My happiness depends on knowing,*' 
she added. 

•• If the charnel-house gives not up its 
dead, you will have him ; but if it should 
GIVE up its dead," said Tobolski, and 
Catherina immediately knew him as the 
black mask — " what then ?" 

" Of course my vows to Ferdinand 
Bruhl should be renewed; far above all 
others in the world — ^far beyond Welitz, 
is the love I bore to him — ^my virgin vows 
were his — the first tender emotions of my 
bosom he raised. But why bring scenes 
to my memory it were better far to for- 
gets 

** Good night f" said the figure, quickly ; 
and he sprang from the walk, at the same 
time letting fall a letter — " good night !** 
and he disappeared. 

Catherina's woman was retired to rest, 
and she was unwilling to disturb her. The 
letter lay upon the grass : from the balcony, 
which fronted her window, were some 
steps, which had been occasionally used to 
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descend from it into the garden ; the let- 
ter she desired to gain ; and looking cau- 
tiously round, she descended into the gar- 
den, and had already taken it up, when 
Tobolsk! again came back. — " This is 
what I wished/' he said, clasping his arms 
round her — " do not scream," he said, 
** but look upon me!" 

A gush of moonlight streamed full upon 
his face, which was then unmasked. 

" It is— Ferdmand— Ferdinand Bruhl !" 
and Catherina could only fall into his ex- 
tended arms. 

« « ♦ ^ n^ « « 

Welitz arose early the next morning, 
that he might visit Dolgorucki, and have 
some conversation with him. Getting in- 
to his sledge, he was driven immediately 
to the palace, where he alighted, and ran 
to the room where the family usually 
breakfasted. No one but Dolgorticki was 
present, and on his brow was a mixture of 
care, trouble, pleasure, and anxiety. 

" Have you heard any particular news ?'* 

asked he of Welitz. 

e2 
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•* No — none^ my dear count** 

" Nothing whidi nuist rdate to your- 
self?** 

" Nothing. — Is Catherina well ?'* added 
Welitz, after a slight pause: but count 
Ddgoruc^i took no notice of the question. 

^* No stranger last night at the masque- 
rade pursued and asked you questions of 
your afiPection for my child ?'* 

" Yes: in the beginning erf the ever^ 
ingy I chanced to be standing by the door» 
and a black mask came bruslung.past me 
so roughly, that I testified some degree of 
resentment; I demanded what he meant, 
and attempted to seize him; but he said 
the offence was unintentional, and he en^ 
treated my pardon.** 

" And do you. not know," said count 
Dolgorucki, with a solemn voice, " that 
mia^k is count. Brubl's only son ?" 

" Impojssible !" said Welitz, with such 
an expression stealing over his face, as 
made Dolgorucki shudder. 

" It is trufe: it haad be#o my intuition 
this day to have demanded of you. the. se^ 
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cretofyour past conduct; but ma count 
Brufal tells me you • hate always shrubk 
from the communication of it» I spare you» 
and itill candidly inform you, my daugh- 
ter***-my Gathelina, will now renew her 
vows and> iove to Ferdinand : had she ever 
expected his return, she would never have 
misled you : but had not this occurred, in 
all probabiCty'^cm would i^ver have pos- 
sessed her^ for your crime is of magnitude. 
Jjook up, Wditz,tBnd tell me whether the 
iHmd'of jottke ^ is not over your head ?— • 
whether 3^u -arenot for^^ever banished 
fiom your hative lafeid, in consequenceof 
the obmmisldon* of that Crime ?" 

Wditz bent his eyes on the count's 
Widi a saddeiied and fierce < ^egtpression ; 
but did hot'^ttempt to reply. 

''Your fate seems hard," said Dolgo- 
rudci; ** you have buoyed yourself up, 
and b^n buoyed up too, by fallacious 
hopes, fmd I pity you;" 

'^ Cannot you consider it the just inflic- 
tion of crime and punishment?" said We- 
litz, in a hoarse voice. 
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^ I can most readily do so, when I con- 
sider you a man of guilt This letter here 
accuses you of murder,** 

** Of murder!'* and an ashy paleness 
spread itself oyer Welitz*s countenance, 
as his eyes encountered the UUet Dolgo- 
rucki held in his hand. 

" Yes." 

^' Count Dolgorucki,** said he, after a 
moment's suppression of speech-^fcnr he 
could not at the moment command his ut- 
terance—** my crime I will never confess, 
judge of me as you will — ^think of me as 
you may. Is it not sufficient I am hurled 
from all the delights hope could bring to my 
view ? I must now relinquish her who 
I prefer infinitely in competition to count 
Bruhl's fortune ; yet, when she is happy m 
the arms of another, and I am far away, 
experiencing the vicissitudes of reckless 
fortune, let h^r remember me with pity 
and with friendship : I will not trust my- 
self in her presence; but will leave the 
city, where the murderer will not off^^ 
y(m9 nor molest herJ^, 



y Google 



BEATBICE. . 79 

•* You admit yourself guflty of that 
horrid crime?" exekdmed count Dolgo- 
rucki. 

« I confess I "* 

** Count Bruhl," said a servant, opening 
the door; and Welitz observing him ac* 
companied by a tall and handsome stran- 
ger, and knowing it to be the young count, 
hastily left the room, proceeded quickly 
to his benefactor's house, and in half an 
hour had written and given to him the 
following letter: 



^* I congratulate my more than 
fiither on the return of his son once again 
to him : were it not for some circum- 
stances, I should rejoice as much as he 
possibly could — I do heartily wish him 
every happiness, and feel almost tranquil- 
lized, when I reflect how pleasing it must 
be to find himself restored to his father 
and his Catherina. For all your past 
kindnesses — fw all the hospitality I have 
received at your hands, I cannot express 
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tnyself sufficiently to thalik you; where- 
^ver I may go-^in whatever station I may 
be thrown, thekmdness I have had willne^ 
ver be effaced from my memory. Yes, my 
benefactor, I must leave you ; but I leave 
you in happiness, and that ought ta ccmi- 
pose me, and it shall. When you re- 
ceive this, you will justly think Fdmdneo- 
herent and unsatisfactory in my writhig ; 
but the hour which restores you' to a km, 
deprives me of a beloved bride* I will do 
nothing rashly — I will not Trtadly ffy fifem 
St Petersburg, before I have thanked you 
again and again for your fatherly tender- 
ness over me, — Who but yourself would 
have takten ' in a being, girt with -mjrstity, 
and outlawed for crime? These things 
melt my goul to grief, and I scarcely daire 
trust myself in your presence. Venerated 
count Bruhl, 

" I am your i^thfbl and grateful 



A sudden shdut in the street drew We- 
litz to the windoW'^it Was the voice of 
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joy«— of adcliOBatidns and triumph. A 
sledge, surrounded by persons of all orders 
and ranks, was driven up to the house, 
and from it stepped Catherina and Ferdi-^ 
nand, who, when Welitz looked out, was 
that moment clasped to his father's heart 
In the confusion of pletisure, and the un- 
expected resurrection of Ferdinand Bruhl, 
Welitz was foi^ottaa.—^Gatherina too, 
with joyful steps and animated counter 
nance, was welcoming home her* faithful 
lover, regardless of what Welitz might 
feel ; and with a pale and frenzied counte- 
nance, he started from tibe window, that 
he mi^t not behold their joy. 

It was not long before he found some 
one was attempting to enter his room; 
but the door being fast barred, precluded 
them from doing so. He asked, some- 
what impatiently, what they wanted, and 
reply was made, that the domestic cmly 
brought a small note from count Bruhl to 
him. Welitz, on hearing that, opened 
the door, and took it in.— It contained 
these words : — 
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" I have read your letter, We- 
litz, and have shewn it to my son. He 
has requested me to implore you to come 
down and join us : he remembers you as 
the being who saved his life, and will greet 
you with open arms. If you will stay 
with us, you shall be treated as my son, 
and I will provide for you : but do come 
down to us, and you will oblige, 

" F. S. Bruhl, senior.** 



But Welitz was too much alive to the 
cruel feeling of jealousy, to be able to en- 
ter the presence of Catherina; and had 
count Bruhl for a moment paused ta re- 
flect, he would have known it was not so 
easy for a lover to see the *^ eyes once fill- 
ed with answering kindness," concentrating 
all their rays on another, and view, with 
unimpassioned heart, the change which 
only a few hours wrought. 

" But yesterday, and he could boast 
A world of pleasure in his view ; 
To-day — and all was fled."' 
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If he was ambitious^ and had reckoned 
upon the allurements and advantages of 
xx)unt BruhPs wealth, his hopes were blast- 
ed there — if he truly loved, how could he 
bear to see Catherina torn away from him ? 
She had surely not thought of him when 
^he entered the house where he was^^she 
had not surely sinca-ely loved him, else 
would she, with strange haste, have thrust 
herself into his presence with a more fe- 
voured lover ? He had not been favoured 
with a single line from her ; she had ex- 
pressed no sOTrow at his disappointment—^ 
no grief at causing him misery ; and with 
sentiments o£ regret, were mingled pangs 
of pride and indignant feeling. 

There were music and dancing in the 
house that night; but he declined all in- 
vitations to join the gaiety, shutting him- 
self up in his apartment, where he resign- 
ed himself to long hours of bitterness and 
thought Visions passed before his imagi- 
nation of his own country — parents aban- 
doned — ^friends long since remembered ; 
home, with all its innocent peacefulness — 
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itecBlm obntent^^its domestic happiness, 
gushed into his mind;«^** It is thus,** he 
exddimed, strildng his hand on the taU^ 
in a frenzy, ** I must perish! Tiie Gbd 
of Heaven, in his avenging powfer— but I 
rave^^I will be calm." He took a letter 
fix>m his bosom, and, with deep interest, 
perused its contents, till tears of agony 
started from his eyes. The refiectibn of 
an opposite mirror reveided to him his pa- 
ralyised countenance, torn by a' thousand 
emotions, and made him start from the 
spot with a feding of dis^st — ^ Let Ga- 
therina go," he said, ^ and be happy with 
her lover! let her contrast his graees and 
mine! if they are to marry*— his teeth 
clenched with frightful violence together 
— " and he is to be what I £badly thought 
was my ha|^y ikte^to press her to his 
heart, to say CatiIerina, thou art ^tNK 
*fHninefor ev^! then do they 1bkik> I can 
live to see it?— ch! -do they inli^ine I 
have no soul ?" 

** I know,*" said a voice belitfid Welitz, 
^* thou hast a soul; 'and hdd you not^ah 
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arm fbr. help/ and a heart to save, whca 
you dragged me firom death in the oeean ?" 

He turned quickly» and beheld Ferdi- 
»and. 

" Do you think," be continued, " /can 
forget that ? No, Welitz— for such is the 
name you are termed — ^you shall be my 
iMx>ther — my friend— and live with us as 
such for ever." 

Welibz staggered bemeath the surprise 
he felt^ and his own private feelings, and 
for a short time could only listen as the 
young count spoke.—" You shidl, if you 
please," he said, "leave St. Petersburg ; 
lor I giiess your fedings by what I am 
sure my owp would be in the same situa- 
^tion; and I trust you Will do that Which 
is most comfortable to yoursdf. I have 
dqI sotight you until now, because I khi^w 
you could Hot enter into cheerfulneiss at 
present; atid that all this musk: dnd dan- 
cing was but irksome and distressing to 
you. But you mtist allow me to call you 
fnend and preserver !** 

Welitz held out his hand, and Bruhl 
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pressed it tenderty within his own ; but at 
the same time Welitz might have been 
observed to turn pale; and it is ev^ a 
symptom of dismay when that change 
takes place in the meeting of friends. 

** For a few days,'' said Welitz, " I 
should be glad to leave this place ; and I 
think I cannot be gone too soon. I could 
go to the summer hunting lodge, where 
I was count Bruhl's companion; for all 
here is but misery and distraction to me." 

** Agreed. I will make every necessary 
arrangement for' your departure early in 
the morning : I will accompany you part 
of the way thither, that I may tell you (rf 
my singular adventures after you saved 
my Hfe, and the drcumstances which gave 
rise to the supposition I was no more,'' 
said the young count ; and embradng 
Welitz with the tenderness of a brother, 
be left him to return to the dancers. 
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CHAPTER V. 



Despair ! thy soul is dark as nighty 
And well thy smile each bud can blight 

That decks the tree of life ; 
Yet is thy bosom's blasting reign, 
The soul-benqmbing, sleepy pain. 

Far better than the burning strife 
0/ half-expiring hope^^ihe hate 

Of life which swells the heart, 
When dark remorse and blackening fate. 

From a bright cloud of pleasure start, 

Doubting to stay, or to depart 

Henry Stebbing. 

The young count Brufal had fully consi- 
dered Welitz*s severe disappointment; he 
had felt the pangs of parted love, and 
knew to what an extent of misery they 
led him; it was therefore with feelings of 
sympathy he seated himself beside him in 
the sledge which was to convey them to 
Wolki* Both were for some tiipe silent; 
for the calm despair of Welitz awed his 
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companion into a sentiment of sorrow, 
which it was not easy to overcome : there 
was a gloom, of a nature not to be described, 
on his brow, and a tibttdn lowering ex- 
pression in his countenance, which struck 
Ferdinand with an indefinable feeling be 
could not explain. 

** You have promised me your history, 
count," said WeUtz, after they had been 
some miles on their journey ; •' perhaps it 
wiQ not noi# be disagreeable to you to re- 
late it — ^for I do feel some considerable in- 
terest in your adventures, ttid shall be 
glad if you will relate them to ine." 

" To that," said Ferdinand, " I can have 
no objection ; and as we have just refresh- 
ed ourselves,'! am all the better prepared 
for the detail, though it is but short, and 
trill not take me long to tell it 

** My father, you know, sent me to my 
second oousin's for a short time, under the 
impression travelling wottld cure me of a 
very dangerous complaint I had that time 
up(Mme: it was a kmd of Ibw-spirited 
and bypochoiidriacal disease; which reduced 
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me^ by constant ankiety, to a m^re skde- 
ton. The physicians gaYe it in, as their 
ojnliions, I must amuse my mind by tm- 
^veiling, arid cbange of scene, as the bi^iy 
remedy against preitiature death. 

^ Howitzer^ my tousin» Kved at (Mnien, 
in Norway ;'^ke was a gbod-^hearted; good- 
natured man, and so amused me by bis 
omversatikMn, tiiat I Mt my Iomt spirits va- 
Imh away eich day I Was under his roof; 
lTCf*shot-*^wd*walk»d*-^we rode, and con- 
Isb^itly employed biirseltes in some jpuru 
smts which amused cnirmitids, andinvi^ 
gorated ourinydies. Howitzer, whom you 
know, faiKl a 'sister who lived with bim, 
who lookM to his domestic aflPaJrs, biit 
always - had a singular antipathy to me : 
it was her conduct indeed ^hich often 
made tne think of leaving his Tesidence, 
ttUd talk of returning to Russia. I fdiind 
too that the exerdse I took was getting 
too kbiodous fbr me; and she was con- 
stantly' hinting to me, when her brother 
wai out of the way — ^ You will find Bt. 
PeC^burg much more adapted to you 
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DOW, than the cold, bleak winds of Nor- 
way.* She would thra add — * Why do 
you take so much exercise? Howitzer 
takes you journeys too long:' and once 
she plainly told me, * she expected some 
friends, and the apartments I occupied 
would be wanted.' I intended to leave 
diem in a few days, and should have done 
ao^ had not the following incident ooeur- 
red:- — Howitzer, who found the bottle had 
charms, one day, after drinking a great 
deal, in which I bore him company, asked 
me to go with him to see a nest, built by 
a curious bird, on a tree about a mile from 
the housis. ' l^othing loth,' I went, and 
observing it was at no great distance frooi 
the earth, I proposed to mount the tree, 
that I might survey the nest at my plea- 
sure. Howitzer, whose head was not per- 
haps quite dear, assured me there was no 
danger, though the branch on which the 
nest was, was directly over a small canal. 
I accordingly climbed up the trunk of the 
tree, and had nearly reached the end o£ 
the branch where the nest was, when it 
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suddenly gave way, and predpitated me 
into the water below. I was a tolerable 
swimmer, and after the first dive was over, 
I made for shore, where Howitzer was en- 
deavouring to assist me; but being no 
amphibious creature, he could not live any 
where but on terra firma; therefore he 
had not risked his own life by throwing 
himself into the canal to save me. 

** I caught a violent cold, which con- 
fined me to my room s6me weeks ; and 
Howitseer and myself mutually agreed it 
would be best not to let my father know 
any thing of my accident, but write to 
him, and ^say I was atncsiding as usual. 

" One day OnilUa, Howitzer's sister, 
came to my bedside, and finding I was 
much better, she said — * When do you in- 
tend to return to St. Petersburg?* 

* When I find you are not tired of me,' 
I replied. 

* Pray answer me correctly ; I have par- 
ticular reasons for asking.* 

' Very soon-^in a week.' 
^ Which way do you go?* 
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' By Banen, aildSt Hildebraiicl.' 

• Oh, well, well r she interrupted, < that 
is all miffieient ;' > ^tid she tose up to ^^ve 
me some medieitie, ebanging the oonver- 
aation (whieh I thoi^ht was of iio mo- 
ment) itncoedkitely. 

^ I was soon well enough to ramble 
about «s usual ; itnd as Oitutien is ^within 
a few furlongs of the sea, I not uafre- 
qoently amused myself by wandering on 
the shfke, watching the vessels wbidi 
pksied, -wd sometime paddHng a taiall 
boat^lw ifiy own divartion. 

** One evening it proBUsed to be' hazy, 
and irregidar shbwars of sleety ndn oom- 
bifl^ toiMighten the dbs6urity of a^^loud- 
ed sky. I was in my litde boat, some 
distimoe ftom^ land : in* spite of my tepeat- 
ed efforts to rdacb Ae shore, I found my« 
lidf bi^wildei^ by>thecla]^kriess, arid daz- 
zled by the sparkling of the distant Waves, 
when' their to^s broke into a wreath of 
foam. The sea hm< high, and I began to 
anticipate a whtbry grave ; ibr I faaid no 
longer any cothmand or power oVor my 
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litde canoe, but wns at the m&^ of a 
tempestuous ocean, and the ruthless rage 
of beating billows. In vain were cries for 
hdp— no one was near to render assistance, 
and my tongue was parched with an , in* 
describable dread of inevitable destruction. 
I thought I could descry ships at a dis* 
tance, and shouted loudly, that they might 
render me help — endeavouring at the same 
time to turn my little canoe towards them ; 
but it was vain my struggling, and I have 
reason to think, had I been able to obtain 
my wishes, I should have been dashed to 
pieces, as the huge masses 1 imagined 
were ships, were neither more nor less 
than the points and trunks of large rocks, 
growing in the water ! 

" The wind blew with terrific violence, 
and I felt every moment might be my last ; 
for I naturally dreaded my canoe might be 
upset. My hands too, from the intense 
cold, were become numb and useless, and 
I dragged with diffieulty my oars into the 
canoe, and began to revive them by clap- 
{»ng them violently together. Whilst I 
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was engaged in this operation, like a small 
star just rising in the heavens, I saw a 
light at an immense distance ; it appeared 
at first no larger than the point of a needle, 
or pin, but as my boat floated along, it 
seemed larger and larger, and, by its re- 
maining fixed, I guessed it was the soli- 
tary beacon of some lighthouse, and I was 
glad my caiioe drifted in that direction 
The rapidity with which the current of the 
waves drove me along, soon brought me 
near enough to distiqguish it was a lan- 
tern, in all probability suspended for the 
leading mark of some fishermen who were 
at sea. Amid the intense gloom, and the 
roaring of the water, I thought I could 
distinguish voices on the shore : I call,ed 
for help — * Lost ! lost !' I cried, as I saw 
myself dashing dway from the light, and 
bearing onwards to the dangerous rocks of 
Jet Neiif My oars were washed away, 
and I every moment grew more desperate 
for life, which it seemed impossible to pre- 
serve — and more anxious for safety when 
none appeared to be in view. All at once 
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I heard a plunge in the ocean, and a gal- 
lant BEING, at the peril of his own life, 
said, in English (a language I did not un- 
derstand), something indicative of his hor- 
ror at my fate. The darkness did not 
permit me to recognise his face, or even 
to permit me to know whether he was an 
enemy or a friend ; but suddenly seizing 
me, ^he dragged me over into the water, 
and swam with me to the sands, where 
there were several Norwegian peasants 
awaiting his arrival : at perceiving us they 
set up a shout of joy ; and I may liow 
ask, if my deliverer did not feel at that 
moment a sensation, of which no pen can 
speak, and no tongue can tell ?" 

Welitz for a moment suffered the gloom 
to pass away from his face, and turned 
away from the joyous, happy, expressive 
countenance of the young count, as if Un- 
able to endure his glance. — " Before you 
continue your history," said Welitz, ** you 
know the bdng who saved you is here 
before you : there are few men, whatever 
their mmes, who cannot sometimes feel ; 
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but. an act of generosity, cannot wipe away 
crmc! An act of gen^ro^ity is only a 
tribute of vanity man pays to gain the 
hoDoage of the world. I saved you — but. 
why? It was not that I pitied your fate 
—it waa because no one else durst vul- 
ture — ^but shuddered at the danger, a& 
ha;zarding their lives. Mine was of.no 
importance to me; and many times since 
I have regretted I preserved an existence 
so darkened by error and crime, only to 
perhaps endure more exquidte miseries.** 

As Welitz spoke, the young count could 
not help observing his face assume the 
saipe sullen fixture of despsar it had from 
the first of their journey ; yet it did not 
seem his mind was depre^ed to apathy 
or indifierence; he seemed brooding on 
the past, and ruminating on a cbeerlesa 
future. 

The young count at length pursued his 
nairratiye as follows, having first entreated 
W^tz to accept from, him a valuable 
ring, in. testimony, of his having rendered 
hiip, a service he could never foi^t It.. 
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was with much persuasibn Wditz oo]!h 
senfed so to da; and after that prelimi- 
luoy^ Ferdinand continued thus :^— " Aftet 
you had disappeared, and my recovery 
was' deemed sufficient for me to return to 
Oranien, I hired a: sledge to convey me 
there, determined to trust no more to 
the waves of a tfeaoherous se^. I reached 
it at sunset the following day ; and How- 
itzer, who began to think I was lost, tes^ 
tified) at my return home, the most lively 
ajsiisations of joy; OniUia, I thought^ 
6e«tmed less pleased with me for again in* 
truding on her hospitality, and occupying 
the rooms she intended for Aer friends; 
and I perceived, from the manners of the 
l»iiother and siister to e^ch othier, a war&re 
of some nature existed between theni^ 
Onillia rarely spoke to him ; and Hpwit^ 
2^9 i9hb rallied her with great good hu<^ 
taonr^ endeavoured to miake it appear 
that her ttqitumity was occasioned by the 
death of a grieen parrot, of which she -^bs 
FMoarikably fcmd. OriUlia was so f^gry, 

^ VOL. .IV. F ; 
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cite cauld scareely eommand herself snffi-^ 
dently to be civil ; but, a little restrained 
by my presence, she only answered his re-- 
marks by frowns and sour looks. 

• It strikes me,' said I one day to him, 
• that my presence is very disagreeable to 
your sister; for I perceive die does not 
scruple to tell me, in fdain terms, she 
wants my absence. Give my love to her, 
and tell her to make herself happy, for I 
leave you for a certainty in a week, and 
have this day been employed in writing 
letters to my father and friends at St. Pe- 
tersburg, to give them the information.' 
; • You will not surely be so ridiculous 
as to regard Onillia,' said my cousin : * she 
is very much enraged to think I will not 
consent to her marriage with the fop Fri- 
tyla ; but as. my father left her property 
to my care, and enjoined me, on his death- 
bed, to prevent her forming an imprudent 
match, I cannot in conscience allow her to 
unite herself to a man who does not pos- 
sess a single requisite to make her happy. 
It is this that makes her so spiteful against 
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ail my friends, and you in particular ; but 
we must look over her sauciness, and make 
ourselves as comfortable as we can.' 

** I could not forbear laughing, though 
to Onillia it was no laughing matter; 
and telling Howitzer I found myself re- 
fcovered, and that I had very, very dear 
friends in St. Petersburg, whom I wished 
to see, he did not much persuade me to 
ssrtay, as I confessed myself weary of Nor- 
way, and yearned for my own native 
shore. 

• There's joy for you,' said Howitzer to 
Onillia, when we were dining together; 
* yoiir torment, Ferdinand, leaves us in a 
week, and swears he will never return.' 

" Onillia raised her eyes with an ex- 
pression I shall never forget, and fixed 
them on Howitzer with a fixed and con- 
temptuous glance. 

* Onillia,' said I, * at least I charge you 
to behave well to me this last week, that, 
when you come to St. Petersburg, I may 
pay you in the same way. I shall then, 

F 2 
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I hcspe, introduee you to HI7 wife, Cak 
theiina Dc^onioki' 

* Ah, she is very handsome/ ^d Ho* 
witaer*— * Shew OmUia herTportoait, Per- 
danandf and takSng the miniature icom 
my hand, he pnesaed tfae^pring» Md pf^ 
seized Catherina-s image to his mP^9 
view. 

^ OmUia looked at it a ©om^t^ V^ 
then directed her eyes to a diff^rept obr 
jeot, witfaimt uttering a syllable; 

' See/ said Howitzer, * she is enviftps.* 

• Entiohs r abe replied seorjifttUy — 
'GodJbrbUr 

** When I parted firom Howiteer, il fi^t 
as if I was leaving a brother .faebiad me ; 
but I was somewhat r^sassarad.and -de* 
lighted by hearing Omllia^and himad^ in* 
tended to pass the ^isuing winter in Bt 
Petersburg, as they meant to rdispo^ i^ 
their Norwegian Estate, land .^uit .that 
kingdom entiwly. t Onillin ncas inrafanbdi 
vestibul^as I iWas:leaviDgitbe hoi^e ;: joid 
^^Mgh 'her manners lo{jrae)ihadrb0en ^^ 
dently disagreeable and repulsive, I could 
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iMt fbrget she' had» in many SnatmcQ«r^ 
|)r6Ted a kmd and attentive niir$e. I 
went up to her; on which I thought she 
changed coioor, tttd the tean seemed ready 
to flow. 

* I am going/ I said^— * farewell!' 

^ Your route £es through Darien and 
St. Hiidebrand/ she replied, without ap* 
fiarently noftictng my wordsu 

* Yes; 

* That is a dangerous forest to the left 
of St. Haldebrand;' and then diecking 
herself^ she mlded— * but you an^ your 
0ervant are well turmed-^I saw your pis* 
iris lying <m tbe taUbi-«o you won't 



* Fear! oh no.' And embracing ber» 
I took my leave. 

** My guide, my ^rvant^ wA myself, 
in ai smaH.cart, drawn hsy a pair of good 
faoraes, aai c^ &om Howiteer^s mansion, 
who, in the wairmth and gen^osity of his 
hwrt, Qould not re&ain from accompany- 
iqg ua some part of the way, till I ips^ted 
oa bia.netun, lest he might be involved 
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in the darkness of night : with mutuid 
promises of afiection, we parted; and I 
watched him till a sudden turn in the 
mountain hid him from my view. I 
thought nothing of the forest of St. Hil- 
debrand, till my guide, with something of 
dread in his tone, said, in the Danish 
tongue, directing my eyes to a huge and 
darkening mass of pines and firs — * Yon- 
der is St. Hildebrand; a man was mur- 
dered there a month since.' 

" I inquired the circumstances; and 
with the avidity of a vulgar mind, which 
delights in the marvellous and dreadful, he 
related to me the whole afiair. There 
is something which, even in the rela- 
tion of a murder, harrows the mind with 
inconceivable dread — (Welitz shuddered 
as if convulsively) — there is something 
which the bare idea of it alone, of hav- 
ing heard man has wronged man of his 
life, chills one with horror, and chains 
our faculties to a feeling, for which the 
enormity of the crime can only account" 

Welitz seized the count by the arm. 
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and then as suddenly relinquished his 
grasp, as if recollecting himself; and the 
count went on, though the agitation testi- 
fied hy his companion caused him also to 
start. 

" If you ever went into a thick forest, 
after the relation of a horrid and barbarous 
murder, you may perhaps be able to con- 
jecture what my feelings were ; my guide 
not overstocked with courage, my ser- 
vant the same, and my own mind im- 
pressed with gloomy images of blood and 
horror. A curving rugged road led us to 
the entrance of the forest, which was for 
the most part composed of pines, firs, and 
brushwood, thickly interwoven together, 
and forming, over the path through which 
we bent our way, a bower which, to other 
eyes than mine, might have been beauti- 
ful and picturesque. I endeavoured, in 
as calm and indifferent a voice as I 
could, to inquire whether my companions 
had their arms in readiness, in case of a 
surprise. The guide vehemently asserted, 
his were • in perfect readiness ;' and my 
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lervant, in a timid YtAce^ said * fai$ were 
also prepared.' 

* 1 dreamt such a singular dream/ said 
he to the guide, ^ last night, that I Eerily 
believe we shall meet with some mis- 
chance in this wood." 

* A witch take your dreams f said the 
guide, looking around—' why don't you 
put on your horses faster ? we don't want 
to be all night in this place; and twilight 
is gone by.-^By St. Henry,' added he, *if 
there is not the very place where Crons- 
dant was murdered, who I have just txAd 
you of.' 

^* I lifted up my eyes, to see tliis place 
to which the guide directed mjr man's^it^ 
tentron; it was more gloomy than any 
other ^art of the forest we had yet seen; 
and by the spot was a cavity which led 
some way into a: fissure of earth ; it was 
then darkened by twi%ht'8 dim mis- 
tiness, and I saw my servant endeavour- 
ing to drive quickly past it, saying kt the 
same time to the guide, *I wish you had 
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Hot tdid tne Jbat^horrid tale, for it makes 
m n^aii shiver to think of it' 

^ I found -dftrkness began toi^renpread 
us, and expressed my apprehensions we 
might miss our way ; but my guide si* 
lenced these doubts, by saying he knew 
the Toad blindfold. — * And for that,* said 
he to my man, * I will tell you a story. 

One night ^* he stopped, hesitated, and 

iooked back. 

* Do you see ftr^r thing?^ said I, not a 
little alarmed. 

* Ay, do you see any thing?' exclaim- 
ed my servant at the same moment 

* No — nothing, only, a wild cat I hate 
wild cats— they are no good tokens,' re- 
plied he, * I remember once Hist! 

there she is again.' 

^ I wish you would not talk,' exclaimed 
I, for my pervous irritation of feeling be- 
gan to be beyond endurance — * And you, 
Joseph, attend to your horses; drive fast, 
^ I care not how soon we are out of this 
forest' 

p S 
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' Nor 1/ said my servuit, lashing the 
horses — * Oh, that I were but in my dear 
St Petersburg, with my * 

'Hold your tongue/ said I furiously, 
for I thought I saw two figures standing 
half concealed by the gloom and foliage of 
the trees, ' and drive on : are your pistds 
ready?* 

" We went like the wind ; and the 
panting of our horses, and their outstretch- 
ed nostrils, gave sufficient evidence of our 
terror, if terror it might be termed. But 
I assure you it is an awkward feeling; 
when you find yourself in a dangerous 
place, with gloomy visions in our mind, 
and dismal objects around you.** 

" I know what it is to travel thus — nay, 
worse," advanced Wditz hoarsely — ** I 
have journeyed with remorse, despair, and 
an evil conscience, for my companions.** 

The young count looked at him, and 
for a moment seemed surprised and asto- 
nished ; but, at Welitz's earnest request, 
he went on. 

** A discharge of firearms acted on our 
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ftames like ati electric shock. I seized 
my pistols, and at that same instant pulled 
the trigger of <»ie of them, directing it to 
the man from whom I received the at- 
tack ; it went off, but without report or 
^flfect, being previously unloaded. My 
servant's were the same; and, without 
weapons, we were to defend ourselves 
against the skill and power of two wretches 
who, I make no doubt, had concerted to 
murder us. None are so desperate as 
those who see no hope ; it was under the 
impulse of this feeling, I grappled with 
with one of the wretches, who had fasten*- 
ed himself (like a tiger on his prey) on 
me. At last, the guide being levelled to 
the earth, and my servant wounded so 
desperately as to render him of no service, 
both rufiiaus fell upon me, succeeded in 
overpowering even my desperate strength, 
and, binding me hand and foot, put me 
on a horse, protesting, if I made the least 
noise, they would put me to death. This 
was my adventure in the forest of St Hil- 
debrand" 
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'^But they did not hurpUi you?* 
teid Wielitz. 

^ No; they were kind enough to spate 
my life> or I should not have been here^*" 
laid the young count Inughing; '*but as 
I am somewhat wealry, we will take sottie 
fefreshinent at this elegant inn, hotels or 
what you please to term it ; and then I will 
continue my adventure, which more re- 
sembles one we read of in novels, thian 
what we find in real life.** 

Welitz assented; and alightin|^ they 
went into a small kind of cottage, wher^ 
they regaled themselves after the m^ner 
of the country. 
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CHAPtER VI. 



Go list the wretch's tale, go hear him tell 
The woes that led from virtue ere he fell ; 
Then when thy sou) his sighs of sorrow cloy. 
Then ask thy heart if man be born for joy. 

Henry Stebbino. 



« 



I PEBcsivED," oontkiued ihe eoaritf 
after they weve once more iit the sludge, 
^* that the yiU^ind pushed on their hoi'ses 
at a great and swift pace. I demsinded 
wh^e I was goiftg> aod by wbone com- 
mands they made me a prisoner, *and whe* 
ther tliey did not ihfend to murder me ? 
I receiired no ianswer to these. interrpga- 
tions; dnd when. Aay btgan to Ix'eak, I 
diacovered -the pentons -of my <x)mpBnions ; 
they were hardened, fiatse, and lowering- 
looking m)sBf and I pprcdVed were deter- 
iBii}ed to ti«^ my Tequeafs.wkh a^i obs^i-* 
nato-«bncet Xbey^^w^e hatated in the 
HoniregkM peaasnte'dreimh with the* ex- 
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ception of a small cloaks instead of wtuch 
they had on their shoulders thick cover* 
ings of hair. This rendered them doubly 
terrific in their appearance ; but my own 
reflections made me more wretched than 
it is in my power to describe. The anxie- 
ty of my father, of Catherina — the agony 
of Howitzer, and the joy of Onillia, to 
think her scheme flourished (for I had 
no doubt but that she had unloaded my 
pistols, and those d£ my servant and th6 
guide, who I began to feel suspicious was 
in league with her, and had purposely de- 
layed us at Averge, that we might be in 
the forest of St. Hildebrand at an hour 
convenient for his purpose)-— all flashed 
across my mind. I had some valuable 
rings in my luggage, which I guessed the 
ruflians had left behind them ; but, to my 
surprise, I perceived the elder man of the 
two had one of my largest trunks on be* 
fore him. I attempted to bribe th^ to 
let me go free, by every means in my pos- 
session ; my watch, set in diamonds — my 
iBoney — by^ large promiaes of more emo- 
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lament; but they were deaf to myr^- 
treaties, and bade me be pacified and hap- 
py» for I should take no harm. To be 
brief, they conveyed me to a small hut, 
where a female appeared, who seemed 
to be in expectation of us. She had 
an agreeable cast of feature, and I per- 
ceived made every preparation for my 
iX>mfort. I say mine, because she had 
set me a table apart from the one. in 
readiness for the two Danes, purposely 
for me, and by several little acts of kind- 
ness testified that she was not my enemy. 
I could, however, eat little or nothing, for 
my mind and heart were alike distracted 
by tlioughts on the future and the past. 
I represented to myself the agony of my 
iather (a man unaccustomed to subdue any 
passions), the regret and misery of Cathe- 
rina, and the horrid uncertainty of my 
own fate. From tire woman I, however, 
learned that I was in no fear of my life; 
but when I perceived the heavy bars of 
iron on the windows of the cottage, the 
dose attendance of the two men, I de^- 
qpaired of ever escaping; no hope existed 
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td mne «Ay soiil to energy, or stimulai^ 
fOe ix> the means of relief; and the ^ery 
wmplaint which my father had fondly 
Jbttered himself was entirely eradicated, 
ketumed with double vigour. I became 
4)ppres8ed with a hea^y melancholy ; and 
fit last an insanity, to which the Bruhl fa- 
mily is subject, came upon me. I am now 
laware it must have been upon me fi>r some 
months, during which the woman attend- 
ed me with the greatest care; but one 
man never left me, except once. Find- 
ing myself alone, I ventured to endeavour 
to open the door, and walk ; for I was^too 
weak to think of making my escape — I 
did so. ^Mallis (the woman) was in the 
garden, sweeping a path thwugh the 
snow; «fae let. me ^pass her, and even 
reach the gate; I looked back at her, .as 
much as toiay, * Oh, had I my steeogth, 
I would never return ? 

* Nat yetf said she to me, in the^Danith 
tongue ; \^ffou are not able* 

* When I am^* I advanced in a low voice, 
*you wffi be my friend ?' 
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' I wUl-<loti't talk to me-^SmoUff will 
be suspicious.' 

** He at that moment appeared^and chid*- 
ed Mallis for p^mitting me so much liber- 
ty, threatening her with hard Usage if she 
ever was guilty of the like again* 

! The man is mad,' I heai'd her say an- 
grily ; * and if he were not, hel's too weak 
to think of running away ^ so make your- 



^^ That night she twice attempted to 
speak to me, but was prevented by the 
presence of StooUff. In the morning she 
found means to say — * Go into the gar- 
den — ^look to the left, in the snow/ 

" I went ; on it was written-—* Fe^n 
yaursilf mad again, and ill too ; Snudiff' 
is m, and Ms hrother wants toga a Jour" 
my: 

" I diirotly aaw through the wbole 
aeheme, and. with avidity Altered . into it 
To further my designs, I began to run 
fBhaot ibe garden, as if in a fresh delirium, 
talking incoherently, and answering every 
question put to me with wildness and 
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nonsense. From this I thought proper 
to relapse into low spirits, and apparently 
to be £o indisposed as not to quit my bed. 
Smoliff was deceived by this; and his 
brother, who really was ill, made no scru- 
ple of leaving me hours together, to repose 
himself on his mattress, though Smoliff's 
last words had been — * Look well to your 
prisoner ;' but he left me entirely to Mai- 
lis. I was so strong that I assured Mallis 
I could, without difficulty, walk several 
miles without fatigue. I lingered impa- 
tiently for the time when I should be at 
LIBERTY ! — when I should return to my 
father and my Catherina; and let those 
who, for months and years, have been de- 
nied the blessing of seeing their friends 
and native land, imagine my transpcnl; 
wheii Mallis told me in twenty-four hours 
I should be set free. A violent burst of 
tears was my only reply, for nature could 
no longer resist. 

• Mallis,' I said, when I could speak, 
* bow shall I ever repay you ? — ^what shall 
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I give you for this token of regard to 
me?* 

• You must give me your prayers,' she 
said, ^ and your promises of eternal secre- 
cy as to your confinement, or rather to 
the wo 1 mean the person who con- 
fined you here.' 

• I know who it is,' I replied ; * and you 
know Onillia Bruhl is the being; but if 
it involves you in trouble, or danger, no- 
thing shall ever be discovered ; and I will 
endeavour to account for my absence by 
some tale, which my fkther, in his joy at 
seeing me again, will readily believe.' 

• That,' she answered, • cannot be ; all I 
know, I gleaned one night from Smoliff, 
who was talking to his brother. They 
said, if ever you got free, or were discover^ 
ed, a pretty commotion it would cause; 

madam — madam O would inherit 

something when you died, which her 
brother could not prevent her of; that 
he did not choose her to throw herself 
away on count F .' 

*' I perfectly remembered that my mo- 
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ther, when dying, signed s deed, empow- 
ering me to inherit an estate, which, by 
right of birth, in case of my deaths Onillia 
would possess ; in case ^/^e died, her bro- 
ther ; and I chilled to think love should 
urge her to commit a deed aft which her 
soul might tremble hereafter. 

* And where is Onillia now ?' I asked. 

** Mallis did not know ; but she knew 
the brother of Smoliff was gone into 
Kussla^-^hat Smoliff was too ill to pursue 
me, ev«n if he found oat the route I 
inigfat 'take — Mid that if I prom^ed her I 
never, on any emergency, would tevwd 
herinterference as being productive of my 
freedom, she would make it appear that I 
had destroyed myself; and, for the fur- 
therance of that sdieme, would deposit 
some of my clothes by the side of a de^ 
chasm, ki which it should seem I had 
plunged myself in the agony of madness; 
and though it must eventoaJly prove 
itself false, yet it would prevent pursuit. 

** Smoliff 's brother «et off on his jour- 
ney a week before I thooglii of going 
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mine. Smoiliff himself was^ very ill» and 
tormented with a guilty conscience— the 
worst of all .human evils— (Welitz look* 
ed on the count witli a lowering eye) — 
and did little else but drink brandy and 
sing. The night of my intended depar- 
ture, he sat below, opposite to me. I 
feigned being very ill, and, closing my 
eyes, leaned on my chair, as if wishing to 
sleep. 

^ The Russian looks thin,* said Smoliff, 
quaffing some more brandy ; ^ come, Mal- 
lis, stir about, and get me some supper, 
for one can do nothing till one has eaten 
something; and he may try a bit if he 
can.' 

* He try a bit 1' said Mallis scornfully— 
• you know better than that ; I neva: saw 
him worse than he was to-day ; come, get 
your supper, and go to bed.' 

* Go to bed ! not I ; besides I have not 
sung a song.' 

' I wish you would not sing,' she re- 
plied, 'ibr my head aches, and ypu have 
«uch a horrid voice.' 
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* Sister^ sister,' said Smoliff, * my voice 
never was so good as poor Helo's ; never- 
theless, I can sing a song yet' 

** And whilst Mallis was getting the 
dried fish and bread, he sung the follow- 
ing air, which, thanks to my memory, I 
have not forgotten. 



BALLAD. 

*< Go saddle me my Danish steed, which in my stable stands, 
Go Ket me then my bonny sword, obey my jast commands; 
For I have heard the Water King hath stole my love so 

bright, 
And I will claim my Effii dear, though now 'tis dead mid- 

night. 

'' * The moonlight gleamed upon the hill, and bright was 

many a star. 
And gallant Archibald the Great, he rode both wide and 

far; 
Yet saw he not the Water King, nor yet his Effa dear, 
But on the lily stood the dew, and on the rose a tear! 

'' We said the moon ray on the hill at distance sweet was 
shining. 

We say the flag upon the tower around the pole was twin- 
ing; 

* This is in the metre usual in Norway, which reminds 
us strongly of—*' Oh, Miss BaiUie^-anfortonate Miss 
Bailiie !'' 
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And gentle Efia sleeping lay all beauteous on her pillow, 
As sunbeams lay their golden beams at rest upon the billow.^ 

* I wish,' said Mallis, angrily, * you 
would eat your fish and go to bed. What 
with you and this Russian, I am almost 
wearied out of my life: and singing! — . 
such singing as yours is worse than a ship- 
wrecked seaman's cry.' 

* I never heard a cry but once that 
touched me,' said Smoliff ; * but, however, 
I hate to think of that; so I will even 
finish my song. Let me see — ** at rest 
upon the billow." 

* At rest upon the billow !' said Mallis, 
^ see that you find rest upon the earth.' 

* Woman !' said Smoliff, in a voice 
which made me start, as well as Mallis, 

* beware — beware how you provoke me ; 
let me finish my song in peace, I say.' 

<* The Water King, like any knigbt, his steed all hous'd with 

gold, 
Rung at the gate— his charger then pawed long, and fierce, 

and bold. , 

< I come to ask -for Eflfa dear,' the Water King he.said, 

* A warrior I, of martial fame, I ask the maid to wed ; 
For I have castles, gold, and lands, and valiant deeds bende. 
All these I lay at £0a's. feet, if she vr ill be my bride/ 
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' Oh^ wake, my lovely Effii, wake P ihe lather gently said, 
< A ueHlthy knigbt is come, to ask thy geatle hand to wed : 
Forget thy old love Archibsild, for he has got no land, 
Awake, awake, and give to thi$ new love thy lily hand.* 

** Then Effa spake— and beautiful her voice came from the 

bed— 
*• Dear Archibald I love, none other wiU I wed ; 
Strii'e not to break my sterp resolves, for these resolves are 

true. 
Two beirgs only can I love — my Archibald and yon." 

• The fish is ready/ interposed Mallis 
again. 

" SmolifPn)ade no reply, but by continu- 
ing his song in a voice somewhat obstinate- 
ly loud^ than common* 

** Up^thea spake the- Wa^arKing-^ Oh,mRidenygo with me. 
For Archibald Is far awiiji vpo^ the briny sea.*' 



*' I have every reason to suppose/' said 
the count, laughing, "that Effa consented 
to go with the Water King; but Smoliff, 
whose recollection was a little dimmed by 
the brandy, took up the ballad at these 
WOTds: — 

' Oh, gently, gently push yoor steed, lor even now I see. 
The water is ffowing, love, far^ iar beyond my knee. 
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Ob, Christ me Bare ! Oh, Fatber, yoae help to me oh bring ! 
For £ have ggt a iovpr false — the cruel Water King." 

* The fish is ready/ said Mallis again, 
with more than a woman's temerity ; * and 
I can tell you I am tired of watching herc, 
night after night, by this mad RusaiaD, 
who, some ^ay or otber^ may take it in' 
hifi head to murder me.-^Come,' said she 
to me, in a harsh accent, ^ come and get 
^z/r supper.' 

** I had been previously instructed to re- 
fose, and ccmsequently did so. 

^ Go to bed,' exclaimed Mallis, in the 
.same tone^ * and that quickly.* 

' Bed is the safest place for Urn,' added 
SmotifE 

^ And for you also,' she said, with some 
liarahiDess; and, taking up a lamp, I fol- 
lowed her to the door of my room. Havr 
ing entered it, I tmsied to my conductress, 
who, with the lamp in ha* hand, stood 
powerless and motionless its a statue.-^ 
^ Mallis,' I said, in a few Tolce, ' do you 
repent—^ you repent yinir kindness, and 
^&xkdk now ike hour of escape is come ?' 

VOL. IV. G 
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* No,* she answered, contemplating me 
with a sort of agitated dread ; * but these 
men, though bad, wicked, and wretched, 
once knew better days — ^they are my bro- 
thers— and, in letting you go free, par- 
haps I am the instrument of crushing 
them ; for my sake, then * 

* I understand you,* I replied ; * and if 
you believe there is any faith in man, or 
that a prisoner can love, and hold an ho- 
nourable feeling towards a woman who 
gives him liberty, think of me : I will not 
swear, for oaths in this case could not bind 
— Mallis, I promise you- they need fear 
nothing from me.' 

** How beautiful did this woman appear 
to me, as with the slanting rays of a flicker- 
ing lamp^ I saw her eyes fixed on mine, as 
much as to say, * I believe you P She was 
full thirty-five — short — yet had an inde- 
scribable cast in her countenance^ which I 
had always respected, but now adored. 
Had she been a few years younger, I 
might have loved her with a different saa- 
timent ; but, happily, this was not the case. 
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** Smoliff W2LS soon in a sound sleep, as 
his breathing testified; and Mallis, with 
tx)urageous looks, and a beckoning hand, 
invited me through the room where he 
was at rest. I shall never forget what I 
felt when I passed him ; with what light 
steps I followed Mallis to the door which 
opened into the garden ; and after I was 
there, when I was waiting her reappear- 
ance at the window to throw me out such 
packages as were indispensable to take 
with me — no one can judge what my sen- 
sations were. 

•' She told me to bear away to the right- 
to keep in the beaten road — tQ<K>n verse but 
little, and to purchase a change of dress the 
first opportunity : this I had determined to 
do; and after an adieu, which I thought 
would be eternal, I took my leave; and so 
did this woman's kindness hang upon me, 
that I regained my freedom with a sigh, 
to think I should never more behold her. 

" I will not tire you by a repetition of 
my adventures on my way to St. Peters- 
62 
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burg. I was not pursued; axuA on tlie 
evening of my fiithar's baU I reached ^ome. 
With what dnxiety did I gain the wdlr 
known houses and i^wait the answer of the 
{servants to my ringiii^ at the door! The 
windows weredl illuminated, and the haU 
^endidly decorated with flowers and va- 
riegated lamps. I forgot I was oonaidered 
as no longer to be in existetioe; that an- 
other {you Welita) was my father's chosen 
heir ; and, with dismay, I heard Catherina 
was to be your bride. The domestic who 
told me this, said, it would shortly take 
place, and /te teas glad of it 

'^ I left some casual message, saying I 
would call again; and by the assistance of 
a young friend, who ^msnn my secret, pro- 
cured a Mack habit and mask, in which I 
was usbm*ed into the room where my 
t'ATHEE. wa&. My ^elings almost over- 
powered me at th^ momsent I first saw 
him ; be was wueh thinmr aftid paler, his 
hair seemed bleticbed whiter also than it 
bad be^ when we parted* I stood before 
him motionless and still, until a sudden 
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rush of company parted bs, and brought 
me to Catheiina.** 

**Pass over that, for my sake,*^ inter- 
mpted Welit2, with an air of morose me- 
lancholy. 

*^ I will; but here let me, with heartftflt 
gratitude, with a sentiment time nor ab- 
sence can ever wear out, tell you, your Fe« 
siguation of Catherina makes me bold a 
fidendship for you, whiph nothing can ever 
weaken.'' 

*• Those are bold words," exclaimed We- 
litz, his counte]:nince ligliting uf) with a 
peculiar smile. 

" But true ones,** said the young count. 

" Let my crimes and my misfortunes 
prove them," added Welitz again. 

•* Be what you may," said the young 
count, smiling, " you have my everlasting 
gratitude." 

" Everlasting gratitvdeP' added We- 
litz, with quickness and irritation — ** the 
plant is rare, still I do iiot deny its growth. 
You, count, shall know the extent of my 
friendship for you." 
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The count did not raise his eyes to be* 
hold the countenance of Welitz as he spoke 
these words ; but, as his generous heart dic- 
tated, he was summing up in his own mind 
how to render Welitz happier and more 
comfortable. All but Catherina would 
have been his, had he desired to command 
it; but Welitz was then in a state of mind 
which demanded repose, and the young 
count felt it an alloy to his bliss, to think 
he had, unintentionally, been the cause of 
disquiet to anot)ier; and if this is not a 
proof of a good and feeling heart, we know 
not what is. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



Here let me range, and thiDk^ ay thiuk 

Till my heart bleeds 

Ha ! will I not stop this bleeding ? 
Are ail the ways^ the means, the hopes of life 
Closed on a luckless wretch like me ? • 

Manuicript Old Play. 

In retirement, if a man is virtuous, he na- 
turally falls into plans for the furtherance 
of good. In retirement, if a man is evii 
and corrupt, he is but too apt to fall into 
plans of wickedness. 

Welitz, once stationed at Wolki, did not 
give himself up to the life of a despairing 
lover ; he took continual and even labori- 
ous exercise, to change the disquietude of 
his mind into a less painful train of feeling; 
he read and wrote with even more than 
oommon attention, and sought, apparently, 
to kill the pangs of chagrin by constant 
employment 
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Within a league of Wolki were a few 
families, whose fortunes did not permit 
them to visit St. Petersburg during the 
winter ; with these Welitz visited, and oc- 
casionally they called on him at the Liodge. 
His foreign accent, and peculiarity of man- 
ner, was by no means displeasing to the 
young ladies, who sought, by all their little 
coquetries, to induce him to reveal the 
cause, why he was so very melancholy? 
and why he left St, Petersburg, when every 
one d^ was dying to be there ? 

He was one evening atV elina, a^iarently 
gay, and almost hap;^, when the subject 
was started ; the bare mention of it diall- 
ed his cheek to a pale and gfaasdy hue ; and 
Alfa, a young lady who was present, ob- 
serving the marked ahemtion in his fea- 
tures, exdaimed-*^^^ Come let us haveso^e 
music, if our gueit has no objection, and I 
will choose a aong. What think you of 
this-^* Merrily rings the camePs bdL** 

''Or this — ' Love and bbod;' €idywMed 
bar (Nster. 

" Ah, the air is sweet; and, if you wffl 



y Google 



BBATSICX. IS^ 

^mg k, Indll {day the acoo»ptmment»'' 
iBaid \Alfiu«-^^* Are you fend of solemn 
things?'' she continued, turning to the 
young EngUsfaman; but he was then at 
^ome paces distant from tfaem^ lodsing in- 
tently through the window.^— ** Count We- 
litz,^ 4said Alfa, getting up, '^ shall we sing 
•Love and blood?" 

^'Oh! don't ask him," eficclaimed her 
Bister, in a whisper, ^ only look at his 
counteimnoe !" 

Ai£iiookcd( atid sawit was torn by dif- 
ferent emotions; the^[ttde flash of crtmsbn 
which had illuminated his counteiunce, 
when they had sportively asked him why 
he was absent from St. Petersburg, was 
gone, and a gloom indescribable and sad 
seaned to have taken its place; and the 
sisters equally feared to disturb the reverie 
into which he was plunged, as to return to 
their seats without endeavouring to dispel 
the clotid they had unintentionally raised. 

^Suddenly stuiling round, he caught 
them each by their hands*— ^ Happy, happy 
G8 
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creatures! — innocent, and lovely — may 
yau^ ever continue so ! The innocent may 
always be blessed.*' 

Alfa laughed at what she termed his 
romance ; but on her sister it seemed to 
make a fcH'cible impression. The strong 
expression on his face, and the more than 
powerful inference of his words, caused 
her to look on him with an expression of 
dread. — " Oh, you terrify me!" said An- 
gelica, wresting her hand from his. 

" Ah— no wonder !'* he replied, releas- 
ing her—" no wonder r 

Angelica saw the eyes, which at that 
moment could not encounter hers, drop 
from her astonished gaze: she read guilt 
in them^ and with quick steps hastened to 
the furthest end of the room. — " I would 
not trust that man,'' she said, when she 
was alone with her sister; " for there are 
lines in his countenance which make me 
shudder. How he looked, when he said 
— ^ No wonder!'— I could almost &ncy 
he has shed human blood." 

" Ah, this is fancy !" said Alfii, with a 
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short, quick sigh. ^^ I see no lines which 
niake me shudder : we do not know his 
history, and we will not, because his fate 
is involved in mystery, condemn him till 
we are convinced he is not what he seems," 

" It is not fancy," said Angelica: " why 
do I shudder when I look upon him ?" 

•* Why do /not shudder also?" asked 
Alfa. 

" Why," pursued Angelica, " do I dread 
his touch, and almost fancy when I see his 
hand, there is blood on it ? this cannot be 
mere nervous affection, or ideal fancy; it 
is presentiment of truth." 
' " Go," said Alfa, a moment after — *' you 
talk childishly. Great misfortunes have 
driven this young Englishman from bis 
native land, and shall we brand him with 
the odium of a foul oime,. because we are 
i^orantofhis real frailties? Rather let 
us endeavour to think it less than it is." 

*^ I am no philosopher," said Angelica; 
** ha:'eafter you will see who is right; but 
I confess, such is the horror I have con- 
ceived of Wditz, that I never wish to see 
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him at YeHna again. Look at the pale* 
ness on his brow — ^the tremfaiing of bis 
nerves — the caution of his expre^ons ! — 
do not these argue all is not right within ? 
and I say again, never more do I wish 
to behold him."' 

Alfe was far from eoindding with An- 
gelica's remark, and shading her eyes for 
a moment, she said — ** Till something pal- 
pable and clear convinces me ofWelitz's 
guilt, I must remain a sceptic.'' 

At Velma, Welitz found himself a w^ 
come guest. The gentle Alfa, witJi less 
and less reserve, heard his strc^ig expres- 
sions of pleasure, when ^^ extended her 
hand ; but Angelica Still withheld hers : 
a more than ordinary pride made her treat 
him with chilling coldness, which he was 
far too penetrating not to perceive. Even 
Alfa's father chided her for a mode d 
conduct which was at once displeaMfig to 
his sen^e of hospitality, as to his guest's 
delicacy ; but 'fib reproof could win Ange- 
lica to aker ha* manners to one at whom 
her nature revolted. — ^* This is impulse*^ 
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Strong, potent, powerful presentiment,** 
she said, ** ahd nothing can €onvin<9e tee 
of Welitz's, principle or innocence !" 

Alfa, on the other hand, to hide the in^ 
creasing contempt her siuter evinced, treat- 
ed Welitz with all! thM geiitle mildness 
which a man knows so well how to appre- 
ciate ; and Welitz soon shewed how sen- 
sibly he was touched by her manners. 
The idea of possessing Catherina had been 
abandoned; he seemed only to be calm 
and happy when he was at Velina ; and 
Angelica, with increasing dismay, saw how 
much Alfa was attaching herself to a being 
whom she could scarcely believe was wor- 
thy the name of man. — " Spare yourself 
future misery," she said one day to her 
sister: ** you love Welitz; vain are your 
endeavours to bide it-^vamly do you try 
to deceive me. Ob, my sister, guard 
yourself against the stings of a miserable 
and unhappy passion, and take warning 
ese it is too late T 

Alfa, with atarimaoned ched^ and down- 
cast eye, attempted no excuse; and Ange* 
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her welfare, could only add — *^ You must 
see Welitz no more: this is the sacrifice 
demanded at your hands; for your virtue, 
your family, your honour, I entreat you 
to avoid his presence ! Our fortunes are 
small — our income confined ; but, oh ! let 
me not add, my sister is degraded !*' 

Alfa leaned against a tree for support — 
"Judge not harshly,"* she said, faintly; 
" I love; but I know not I am beloved 
again. Let his guilt be but proved, and 
1 shall be free ; but sure Welitz cannot be 
criminal'* 

" Yes,** said the being of whom they 
spoke, suddenly darting through the brush- 
wood, " I am unworthy you^ Why do 
you respect a wretch covered with shame 
arid crime ? Your scorn — ^your contempt, 
I could have borne — but your generosity 
kills me! I will not offer you a heart, 
which is not by its owner deemed worthy 
of you ; but will fly from the presence of 
a woman, who blesses me by her love. 
.Once I could have sought with honour 
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your hand; but now we must part« , If 
in your prayers you deign to think of me 
— if you will sometimes deign to remem- 
ber me, remember me only as a man whose 
guilt must be his ruin : yes, I am guilty 
—I am an outcast; but a woman, and 
one who loves me, I will not injure. — 
Farewell r 

" Yet, stay," said Alfa, in faltering ac- 
cents, extending her hand, ** but a single 
moment. What is this crime — what this 
guilt, of which you speak ?•* 

" If I told you," replied Welitz, quick-. 
ly» " you would shiver with abhorrence — 
you would turn from me with horror — 
and your only feeling towards me would 
be disgust. Your sister has awakened me 
from a dream of ideal bliss — I thank her 
for having saved me." 

"Tell us your crime," said Angelica; 
*^ for it cannot well be a worse one than 
that which our imaginations have formed." 

" Ah, tell us," exclaimed Alfa, bending 
herself towards him with merciful digni- 
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ty, ^that^mrtaspeiisie mtjrendfiNr ever 
here." 

"^ F^reweHr said Welits; «" it is better 
ibr yoo to imagine me worse than I am. 
Forget me, dearest Aifii — And you, Ange- 
lica, forget me also : I own my unworthi- 
ness to be remembered, so farewell !** He 
darted from the spot, and in his eagerness 
to fly the presence of one whom he loved 
with tenderness and affection, a letter fdl 
from his pocket, which Angelica picked 
up, calling to him to stay ; but his great 
haste had led him so far distant from them, 
that he disappeared out of sight before she 
had power to utter a syllable. 

Neither attempted to look into it, 
though it was unsealed, and thereby gave 
them an opportunity of so -doing; and 
strongly as curiosity md other motives 
impelled Angelica to wish it, her honour 
was too great to permit her even to bar- 
hour such an idea for a moment. Before 
they rei^cbed home, Welitz overtorfc them 
on liorsi^back; and^in an eager tone be 



y Google 



BEATRICE* 1S7 

inquired whether they had seen a lettar 
which he had lost? 

Ai^elica produced it.-^** We have not, 
of course,^ she said, *^ looked into it." 

" I never for a moment suspected you 
would,** he replied : " had you, you miglit 
have discovered who I am, and for what 
I left my home — and my larger home, my 
country. Thia honour-^tbis principle, is 
so like what is practised in England." His 
eye resting a moment on the downcast 
countenance of Alla^ he seemed to lemenu^ 
ber he was only protracting her pain, afnd 
at the same time dilating on bis own : be 
therefore, after anothar farewdl, gaUoped 
out of sight 

*^ That man is a specious man,'* said An* 
geliea to Alfa. '^ Mark me, he is not 
what he seems : depeiiid on it he fhis cbm« 
mitted some terrible crime — worse than 
what we suppose: banishment, perhaps, 
from his nitive land is the punishment in- 
flicted on :him. How glad I am be is 
gone!" 

To tlm remark A1& made no reply^ for 
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ber heart was alike disturbed by Welitz*s 
confession of his guilt, as it was by the 
agony of an eternal separation. To her 
Welitz was far from being specious or de- 
ceitful; if he was guilty, he acknowledged 
it, and did not attempt to betray or de- 
ceive her; and this she embodied with 
delusive force and power, little remember- 
ing how falladous every hope must be 
which related to him. But Alfa, with 
true dignity of mind, forbore to allow 
dejection, to prey upon her mind; she 
thought as well of Welitz as circumstances 
would permit; she imagined him not 
a being enshrouded in blood or crime — 
<me whom misfortune persecuted, and sor- 
row marked for its own — one who had 
fidlen from virtue, and never recovered 
the horror such a &11 occasioned— -one at 
least deserving pity — ^for love she must not 
give. 

Welitz shut himself up at the Lodge, 
a prey to discontent and gloom : the world 
only seemed to cheat him, by holding 
forth visions of Uiss be must never enjoy 
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—bright fields of promise he must never 
traverse — " Scenes of joy, and days of 
peace," which he could not hope to ever 
possess. 

Half a mile from the Lodge was a rapid 
river, which was then not frozen over; 
thither Welitz one evening repaired ; and 
as with the heavy step ef care he paced 
along the banks, ruminating on never-to- 
be-fcnrgotten events which rushed into his 
memory, he discerned at a distance a man, 
apparently watching his motions : he stop- 
ped — ^the man stopped also. — " Friend r* 
said Welit^i, in Russian ; and the man, as 
if conscious he was then observed, hurried 
out of sight, without making any sort of 
reply. 

When Ferdinand Bruhl had made the 
Lodge his chief residence, he had amused 
himself by planning and building a grotto : 
it yet remained in part, and was but a 
hundred yards from the spot where We- 
litz was. The man had disappeared in 
that direction, which made him feel anx- 
ious to ascertain if he had not made that 
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his jisite of refuge; he therefore strode 
into the path leeding to it, and a few mi< 
nutes brought him to the spot All was 
silence within, and Welitz, as he pushed 
open the dow, saw the grotto was 
empty anrd tenantless, and would have left 
it that moment, had not the name of 
** Alfii'' been carved on the wall, which he 
remembered she had written when tbty 
had last visited that place.' — "^ thege can 
be no harm," he said, •* in putting my 
own beibw it ;** and taking out his knif^, 
he wrote— .**-WeIitz, or the wifinfttna^ 
EngUshman;'* and with 'ti rapidity of 
thought, and strength of imagination, fw 
which b^ had once been justly famed 
when in England, he added the following 
brief fines: — 

" Look on these words, and if thej^ breathe 

Xhe ^lien impulse of de^pfttr, 
Thiok ^m a guilty wreteh they ooquo^ 

The sad bequest of grief and care. 

<< Xiook on th^se Une^, and trace the thought 
Which guides the hand to carre them here; 

Think they are bound, and madly fraught 
By iM> ^bira «^ theds no «Mir. 
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'< Fco- crimes which darken, as the night 
Sweeps from the day the sunbeam's ray, 

So he has felt — has mourned the light, 
Which BOW has withered for away. 

" Oh, there are crimes, whidi penance heals— 

Oh, there are sins can be forgiven ; 
But mine are dark, and as time steals, 

I shiver at the eye of Heaven I'' 

Welite having traced these lines on the 
wi^» sought to leave the spot ; and as the 
eyeniog was calm, he returned to the 
banks of the river, determined to pursue 
his course homewards by its side. 

The moon was slowly rising, and as the 
river flowed on beneath its lucid ray, We- 
lit^ folded his arms in his mantle, and « 
stood by it, watching its passing current. 
Footsteps behind him aroused him from 
this attitude; but before he had tim^ to 
aaeertain who it was, a man powerfully 
grasped his arm. — " What do you want ?*' 
d^iaanded Welitz, in sudden and power- 
ful emotion* at the same time wresting 
himself fr<N3!i the strang^'s haad. 

** Your life!" 

" My lifer said WetitZi in az.a»m — 
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"-why— and wherefore ? Remember I am 
unarmed. Surely I remember something 
of your habit — is it not Tobolski ?** 

The man made no reply» but by dart- 
ing with all his strength at Welitz, and 
endeavouring to thrust him into the river: 
firmly clasped in each other^s arms, they 
hovered on the banks ; sometimes Welitz 
stood as it were on the brink of eternity 
— at others his companion, and it was evi- 
dent whoever fell into the stream, would 
drag the other with him : but this fearful 
tragedy was prevented by the sudden in- 
terposition of an individual, who sprung 
to the assistance of Welitz, at the same 
time exclaiming — " Welitz, here is your 
old friend Howitzer, come opportunely 
enough it seems.'* Welitz found the 
grasp of his antagonist less powerful, and 
in a moment, by a movement most strong- 
ly powerful, the man wrenched himself 
from both their grasps, and swiftly disap- 
peared amid the falling darkness of the 
scenery. 

- Well,** said Howitzer, laughing— « I 
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left them all well at St. Petersburg, and 
Ferdinand sends his best regards, and 
wants you there again ; and I, for my own 
part, wish you would not bury yourself 
here ; besides, this fellow, whoever he is, 
has a decided wish to rid you of your life, 
and had I not come, I verily believe I 
should have heard you were no more. — 
How uncommonly that man resembles 
Tobolski r 

** Yes ; but what animosity can he have 
against me ?" said Welitz. 

" Jealousy,*' said Howitzer—" perhaps 

** Well, but, Ferdinand Bruhl carries off 
the prize ; and though / was once in the 
way, now I am as much disappointed as 
ever he was." 

" Did you not once say you could win 
any woman from Tobolski ?" said Howit- 
zer. 

« 1 believe I did." 

" Ah — well, that is sufficient, if he 
heard it; so come, let us go to the Lodge, 
for, between you and I, this is no pleasant 



y Google 



144 BSAT&ICE. 

pbcej and I shall expire with cold if I re- 
main here. Above all, let me hope you 
have not been too mudi at Vetina?** 

Wditz, in some dismay, inquked the 
mofive of the question. 

" Love," said EEowita^r, laughing. *• I 
saw a beautiful girl, by name Angdica, 
wJio won my afFection»-*-(for Alfa is too 
shy — too timid for me)--*^ lives at Vdi- 
na ; I never made her an offer ; but I am 
now come to do so, if you have no objec- 
tion ; and, to tell you the truth, some weeks 
«ince, when she was at St. Petersburg with 
her aunt, she gave me some encourage- 
ment; therefore I do not fe^r a refusal" 

^ 1 wish you sueceasT said WeBtz. 
** Angelica has a bold, decided {spirit, but 
a good heart." 

" Nevertheless," said Howitzer, ** I have 
4some qualms concerning my fortune — I 
have played deep lately ; but I solemnly 
renounce it for ever — tlmt is, if she will 
have me; I see my folly, and it is one 
. step towards tiie cure of a disease to know 
it" 
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** Granted,** said Welitz : " though my 
own days are darkened — though my *own 
visions of happiness are blighted, yet do I 
wish you and Ferdinand Bruhl all the 
bliss mortals can enjoy; as for myself, I 
deserve none ; and I know not that I ought 
not to rejoice, when I experience any new 
ill or misfortune, as it may be earthly pe- 
nance for earthly crime. — Liook on me, 
Howitzer, and see if there be one linea- 
ment you can approve — ^look to my handr 

Howitzer caught a view of his compa- 
nion's countenance — ^it bore evident marks 
of ineane grief— the feree of conscience, 
aiKl «t file same time was scathed by some 
vicdmt pressure of guilt, into wlrich be 
felt be had tip right to inquire. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



What is't—a drug ? 

Ply well the cups — see there be none left; 
Oh, let them drain them deiep — deep — deep ? 

GauNDFdRD^s Fiayu 



Oh, if I live — oh, if I live, 

My father's death revenged shall be V* 

Auld Song, 

Howitzer, on UBxtmg his return to be 
fixed at only the distance of a few days, 
was somewhat surprised to hear Welitz 
mention his wish of returning with him : 
the concern on his countaiance might be 
attributed to feelings of sympathy for We- 
litz ; for he well knew the nuptial rites <rf* 
young count Bruhl were drawing near — 
the day had been fixed some time, and it 
was one of singular import to the count* s 
family, being the birthday of the bride- 
groom. 
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** I should almost fear this Welitz," said 
Angelica to Howitzer, as they were con- 
i^rsing together the evening before his 
intended departure. — " Why should he 
seek to damp the general joy by his pre- 
sence? — why intrude, when all ought to 
be happiness and peace ? It strikes me," 
she said, *^ he is forming a scheme of cool 
and deliberate vengeance, which we all 
this time have been mistaking for grief" 

Howitzer appeared unwilling to think 
with Angelica; though he was constrained 
to admit his determination of visiting St. 
Petersburg, when he was aware the family 
wished him not to be there, had no very 
auspicious appearance.- — " In confidence 
to you, Angelica," said her lover, " here 
is a piece of paper I found yesterday ; 
guessing it to be of no peculiar import, I 
was going to throw it into the fire ; but 
my eye caught these words, which are of 
that import which impels me to keep 
them." 

He read — ** You, who know me (the 
h2 



vGooQle 



►gi, 



148 B£ATB1C£. 

Only bdtig in the world wbo does^ can guess 
wity I go to St. Petersbuig. Ferdinand 
and bis father must'^^-^'* (Here tlie pup 
per Was torn). * Youcaotiot be surprised 
at my widi, and I am sure you n^U eoiiti* 
n^e to keep my secret." 

*^ I shall keep a strict watc^ over We* 
litz/' said Howitzar; ^^but let me entreat 
yoii, whatever are your suspicions^ to keep 
them confined to your own bosom; if lie 
wears a mask, it mu^t one day laH o£^ 

Consequently, Angelica trusted to How- 
itzer's penetmtion for the Bruhls' sa^y; 
thotigh a thought often darted into her 
heart, diat a man so desperate as Welita 
seemed to be, was not to be guarded 
againsrt, and she was convinced he naeant 
to murder ; what else could the paper mean» 
whi<& 8aid» ^ Fm^dincmd ut^ his faiher 
iffiii^^-~-^" dte was undoubtedly the next 
word ; and a thousand tiliies she cautioned 
Howitiier never to permit Wdita to do 
the count or his son any injury. 

Welitz^mi his return to St Pder^auig, 
was hailtd with joy by his generous bene- 
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factor and bis s6n-^imeiedkitely instituted 
info a auit of apartmeiLts for his sole uus, 
and could bear the presence of Catherina 
tvithout pain or embarraisment. He seem- 
ed ta take a pleasure in listening to the 
lover^s praises of bis bride, and not unfre* 
quently joined in them ; but Howitzer 
kept a steadfast eye on hhn, which Welita 
seemed impatient of, though he dared not 
name it to him. He once called him ^' his 
shadow — his tormenting shadow," and 
added—" Howitzer, pray do not follow 
me every where-^what do yon mean by 
it?" 

" NotlMDg,"^said Howitzer, embarrassed. 

" Then do not do it-**it is displeasing to 
me. Count Bruhl honours me with a 
visit tovnight, as does bis son — I am an- 
gry with you, and will not ask you to be 
of the party — they take oocSee with me."* 

" Very well — ^good-night. If we should 
fight, do not let it be till after the wed- 
ding." 

Howitser smiled— Wditz did not^ and 
they separated. 
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It was a meeting for the last time be- 
tween these dear friends, and one in which 
candour and generosity was blended. 
Count Bruhl, happy in the idea of his 
son's union with the womsm of his heart, 
charmed all human afi^rs were passing 
on so smoothly, was open, free, and com- 
municative; whilst the young count was 
too thoughtful to converse much, and We- 
litz seemed more than usually grave, and 
mcH-e than usually disturbed. 

" Surely," said count Bruljil, " there is 
a peculiar taste in this coffee — ^is not yours 
the same, Ferdinand ?" 

" Precisely so. — Welitz, how is yours T 
said the young count. 

" I have not tasted any," he replied ; 
<' for I have had a sick headach all day, 
and am advised not to take what is clog- 
ging to my stomach or rich." 

Both the young count and his father 
fixed their eyes on Welitz, with an ex- 
pression of which they themselves were 
not aware ; but, at the time, it was uncon<. 
trollable and natural. 
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The young ooimt emptied bis cup into 
a basin wbich stood on the tray, and look* 
ed attentivdy at the bottom of it, to ob- 
serve if there were any particles adhering 
to it. There were some light grains of an 
unctuous white powder, which he per- 
<!eived mixed with the coffee; and fixing 
a stem eye on Welitz, he reached his hand 
to the bell, and on a servant's appearing, 
he said — " Go for a surgeon— we are poi- 
isonedT 

" I feel exactly as I did when I was at 
Amsterdam," said the old count — " I am 
poisoned, and by whom will be quickly 
known.** 

Welitz, powerless and thunderstruck, 
stood by the stove, neither offering help, 
or uttering a syllable. 

" Welitz !" said Ferdinand, and his voice 
was loud and terrible, " do you coolly let 
us die?— Run for a surgeon — ^give my 
father an antidote, to undo that which 
some BASE wretch has done !" 

" Secure him," said the old count, faint- 
ly. " I had a warning — ^but I disbelieved 
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it>-^>fa^ 16 the man.^*--! mm sick and Mnt — 
apeii---*open tHe "vmdcfw, that I mvf get 
atr.-^How this bums and tortuns me! 
and yoQ— yoa, my son^ are very pale-*- 
Loak, Wditfii, on your victimsy and diud- 
derr 

" I diudder," said Welitiv coming for- 
ward to support him, " not at my guilt, 
but at your sufifisrings. I am innoccttt, as 
Heaven is my judge !" 

" Swear not !'* said Ferdinand, " rather 
fly — ^yes fly 1— You once saved roe, bat — 
yes — ^you shall go T 

*^ I will nerer leave you,'* said Weliti, 
kneeling down, and supporting the head 
of the old couttt, '' unless it be to bring 
help ; if you require that at tny Itands, 
then indeed will I go." 

" A surgeon the»u and that speedily T 
said Ferdinand, " Here are all the symp- 
toms of mortsA poisom!— Cfti, my dear 
father, must we part at the very moment 
of all oyr earthly happiness!" 

WeUtz met the surgeon on the stairs, 
and flying to the apartoKiit \tfaere the dy- 
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ing count Was, he arrired just in time to 
see him breathe h£s last sigh in the arms 
of his son. 

^ Whoever had administered the poison, 
it had been sure and fatal in its effects; 
and the young count seemed to be nearly 
in the same state as his fiither ; his counte- 
nance changed to a ghastly white, and then 
was covered with a livid hue ; and it was 
with extreme difficulty the surgeon admi-- 
nistered an antidote, for the potency of 
the poison was such, as left but small 
chance of a remedy being effectual. Fer- 
dinand had only taken part of his cup of 
eofibe; whilst bis father had emptied his 
to within a few drc^ ; he therefore expe^ 
rienced less danger and agony, and could 
give commands, one of which was, his cou^ 
sin Howitzer should be immediately sent 
for — the other, that Welitz might retire. 

** No," said the young Englishman, 
*^ you must not expect I will quit you, 
until yoa are jnonounced out of danger." 

** Take him from my sight!" said the 
h3 
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young count, in a tone of detestation; and 
prudence only made him withhold the 
words, " he is the murderer of my father." 
Welitz was consequently forced from 
the room, at the door of which he met 
Howitzer. — " Surely,** said he, struggling 
to catch him by the arm, " however ap- 
pearances are against me, ^oti^ will not con- 
demn me ; let me have an opportunity of 
clearing myself from the odium of this 
terrible crime — the murder of my bene- 
&ctor and his son. You can vouch for 

roe — ^you can "^ They dragged him 

away ere he could finish his sentence, and 
he had only time to observe Howitzer's 
countenance expressive of horror and as- 
tonishment. He raised his vcMce; How- 
itzer heard him, but rushed into the apart- 
ment where the young count lay. He was 
extended on a sofa, with his face down- 
ward ; so Howitzer did not immediately 
perceive what effect the poison had had ; 
but a shiver of pain^ scarcely endurable^ 
made him start convulsively round, and 
discern his cousin at his bedside. 
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•* They tell me I may recover," he said, 
faintly ; ^ in ease I should not, you. How- 
itzer, are the heir to all my possessions — 
the small hunting lodge at Wolki to be 
given to Catherina Dolgorucki ^ 

** Whom do you suspect of this terrible 
crime?" asked Howitzer, interrupting him. 

^* A viper we cherished in our bosoms — 
a man we once loved, tlfough his life had 
been darkened by crime — one who has 
stung us to the heart — Welitz!" said 
the young count 

Howitzer expressed no surprise, nor 
gave one sytnptom of astonishment. — ^ I 
expected this," he said, " and till lately — 
till this very evening, I kept my eye 
close upon him — he quarrelled with me 
for so doing, and to-night told me /should 
not take coffee with him, because I had 
been and was ^ his shadow." 

^' See he does not escape," said Ferdi- 
nand, half raising himself from his pdllow 
—** justice must be done, and the life of a 
parent must not^o unpunished. He saved 
my life^ and I confess myself unwilling to 
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take his; but my poor fatker! the man 
who cherished hkn, and once leved hitn 
as he did me — he who saived him from 
poverty, to be basely murdered ! oh, it shall 
not be borne! — it cannot be borne! but 
cries aloud for vengeance !** 

'^ Liet it then have vengeanee*" said 
Howitzer. ** Though my unde hated me 
(and once, by my folUes and extravagance, 
I deserved that hate), yet I loved him. 
Welitz is secured — ^let him be examined, 
and have a just trial ; at the same time, 
death in its most horrible shape,, is too good 
for such a monster of depravity ! Let us 
secure his papers, ^id not proceed on cir- 
cumstantial evidence ailope ;.yet there can- 
not exist a shadow of his innocence." 

Welitz, the favourite of count Brubl, 
and Welitz accused of murdering his be- 
nefactor, rang from mouth, to mouth ; the 
very people who had prsused him to the 
skies, were the first t<> exe^irate bi$ name, 
and vevile bis ehajrac^rv^oth^ silently 
let the law anid justiii^ decade;^. tbeiB, 
only hazarding the rmwxkr^'* WJbere is 
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the wretched young man? — ^for wretohed 
he must be, innocent or guUty,'' 

•• Oh," was the amawer, " I saw the moiK 
ster in a hack drqjedka yesterday going to 
prison ; be looked very terrible — very pale 
-~«with guilt no doubt The young count 
Brul)l is gone to speak with him this 
morning; but the wretch persists in bis 
asseverations of innooenoe," 

'^ Ah, indeed !" said one. 

" Yes. He will meet with but little mer- 
cy OT pity, for the circumstances are at^ 
tended with horrible aggravations; I wish 
he may suffer a most cruel death^ and shall 
certainly crowd myself into the Hall of 
Justice to hear his trial !" said the other. 

• " And I," said the first sfieaker, " would 
not see him condemned for the worid, for 
I once danced with him at a court ball, 
and he interested me much " 

'^ Oh, but did you never hear he was 
guilty of murder in his own comitry, be- 
fore be camie hither ?" 

" Some crime I heard, but not decidedly 
thenntureof it" 



y Google 



158 BEATRICE. 

Young count Bruhl (or rather count 
Bruhl) wa8 indeed gone to visit Welitz 
in his prison ; it cost him much to bear 
the interview, more particularly as he had 
once saved his life; but he deemed it 
the most advisable plan to have some con- 
versation with him previous to his trial. 
He chose the morning for his visit, when 
the weakness of the light through the 
gloomy dungeon, might hide the ghastly 
face of the prisoner from his view. In 
this he was disappointed, for as Welitz 
was not yet condemned, he was permitted 
pens, ink, paper, and a lamp, and it was 
by the feeble ray of its light, the count 
caught a view of the countenance of the 
murderer. He was confined to the wall 
by a large chain, locked round his waist ; 
yet it was of sufficient length to enable 
him to seat himself on a chair opposite a 
table, on which lay the apparatus for wri- 
ting; his eyes were melancholy and 
thoughtful — his appearance disturbed and 
agitated — his dress discomposed, and the 
influence of fear and terror seemed alter- 
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nately to possess his mind. The nois6 
made in unlocking his door, made him 
hastily turn round to discover who was the 
intruder, and a faint colour darted to his 
cheek as he beheld Ferdinand.—-" I am 
preparing for my trial/' he said,^ endeavour- 
ing to speak composed ; '^ it takes place, I 
find; in a short time ;'* and he ceased to 
speak. 

" It does. Are you not guilty of the 
deed ?'' was the question. 

** No ! nor do I know who is, as Heaven 
is my witness !" 

** You persist in that," said Ferdinand. 

" I do ; neither have I the least suspi- 
cion who was the monster : man may, from 
the influence of evidence, accuse, con- 
demn, and punish me for the murder ; but 
to a higher tribunal I shall look for justice. 
By the misery of a bleeding and a broken 
heart — by all the shame, the infamy, the 
disgrace, into which I am plunged, I swear 
I am ignorant how the poison came into 
the cups ! Could you — can you suppose 
me so lost to all that is good, pure, or vir- 
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txkoust to murder two beings whom I have 
said I would die to senre, and in so ad- 
vanoii^ said no more tlmn the truth ?~» 
Look OR me*-^o I look like a villain^ or a 
aiarderer-~at least as if I could murder 
my Jri&nd?'' 

Ferdinand slightly rabed his eyes to 
those of the prisoner ; and as be said in 
reply — " No, you do not look like a mur- 
derer/' he aaw a faint, sickly, wan smile 
pass over his lips, vani^ing as it came ; it 
seemed one which expressed eontempt at 
his ignorance, and gratification that he 
had deceived him. 

" This is the last time we may meet — 
at least aa we now are/' said count Brubl — 
'' I chai^ you deceive me not, and on the 
day of trial, you \dnall find it shall hve bet- 
ter for you ; though you are before me a 
fearful, terrible homicide~darkened by 
crimes you will not reveal, and an evar*. 
fasting stain upon your name and coo- 
science— I cannot forget past services; your 
accommodation cannot, according to law. 
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be bettered, but younr food and your fire 
shsdl be more desirable." 

" I wish for none of tfcfese," said Welitz, 
seizing bis pen. ^ Perhaps you will not 
refuse to see this letter conveyed to the 
nearest post-office ? for there exists a be- 
ing whose heart will btn^t when she hears 
of my fate : she shall not hear of it by 
common report ; but the hand which has 
not touched hers for years, shall send the 
last lines I may be permitted to write, to 
say farewell ? it is a short word — soon given, 
9xA mine a short pang when I die. Them 
are indeed pangs afterwards — * fires un- 
quenchable'—* worms which dieth not,' 
and torments everlasting and dreadful! 
These are what men shiver at, when guilt 
hovers oiver them.'* 

A sudden frenzy seized Welitz as he 
spoke, and with delirious agony he clasp- 
ed his hands over his face, and for a mo- 
ment count Riihl heard nothing but a 
sort of convulsive sobbing. 

But a minute only was expended in 
these intense starts of feeling. Welitz re^ 
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moved his hands from his face — ^looked at 
count Bruhl, and then was calm — ^took up 
his pen, and wrote ^ few lines, which he 
folded up, and gave it into the hands of 
his companion — " Seal it,** he said, *• and 
let it not be delayed, for I dread— —-but 
no matter — ^now let us part** 

Count Bruhl, with firmness and com- 
posure, prepared to take his leave of the 
prisoner, whose wan countenance and dis- 
ordered manners, half persuaded him he 
was not in his senses. Welitz seemed to 
imagine such were his ideas, by his assi- 
duity in removing firom him all instru- 
ments of a dangerous tendency. 

" Spare yourself that trouble,*" he said — 
<< you may trust me-— I am not disordered 
in my fancy, or wandering in my mind ; 
my thoughts are wild ; and is it so strange, 
accused of a fatal, a horrid crime — ^in all hu- 
man probability, one for which I must for- 
feit my life — is it so strange, I ask, that I 
should chill at the terror of impending 
death? an illspent — mispent life^ oh! 
who shall pass by calmly ? At the end of 
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only a few days^ I must perish ! for who 
will believe the innocence of a man who 
has nothing to clear him—no friends— no 
one to whom, in this last conflict, he can 
apply for a redeeming word? Oh! the 
grave is dark — ^is dim — is cold, where, if 
all is one sleep till the judgment day^ 
how shall we abide it? how shall we 
stand, ocmfessedly guilty of crimes many 
and terrible ? Think of this, and then tell 
me if I can look on approadiing death 
with a calm and steady eye ?'' 

" Look well to your prison^,'' said Fer- 
dinand, as he went out, '* and give him 
all the indulgence you possibly can.** 
The gaoler promised so to do, and he re« 
turned home. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



^^^>»^^^.^^»^^sr^^<»^^.#^^ 



-And I a tJiing 



O'er which the vulture flaps her wing. Btboh. 

It was at an early hoiir the gramd ^court 
of justice at St. PetersboFg was atywded 
to escceas : the vmeonmion interest excited 
by the approaching trial, the high nmk 
of count Bruhl, and the awful ckt^utn- 
stances relative ta his death, were^ ant^eets 
and rtiatter of curiosity to every one. Some 
endeavoured to force a passage b^ main 
strength — others profited by their exer- 
tions — others were nearly crushed to pieces 
against the door of entrance ; and one or 
two contented themselves by thinking it 
was impossible to enter, and quietly re- 
turned home. The great door being un- 
fastened, a rush, vast and tremendous, en- 
sued : every one struggled for good places, 
where they might see and hear; and be- 
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(ate the^counsel arrived, or ike judge made 
bis appearaivce^ the ball was so imiueiijsely 
fv\\s as to deny the probalnlity of room suf- 
ficient being left for those ministers of the 
kw to pursue their offices. The judge, 
in a long black robe^ took his seat in a 
dark pontifical kind of diiaxr, directly op- 
po»te where the prisoner was to be sta- 
tioned, and a dead silence followed the 
oommand which was issued, that '' W^hiz 
(£>r by no other name was he known) was 
to come .before the assembly, charged with 
poisoning his friend, his bene&ctor^ and 
his preserver." A dead silence again pre- 
vailed — when the prisonei;, as if eme^'ging 
from the ^artfa, step by step, appeared 
slowly moTing from a chasm which led to 
the cell in wliicb iie had been confined. 

The first eyes which seemed to look on 
him with any degree of mercy^ were those 
cxf one whom he little expected to see pre- 
sent at such a place — ^Elizabeth Do]go« 
rtickiX He had scarcely withdrawn his 
from liecs, when he was asked, in a voicp 
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of ^ty — ^ Whether he was guilty of the 
crime allied against him or not?** 

*• I am not r he answered ; and turning 
to see who it was thus addressed him, he 
perceived it was a person to whom he was 
an utter stranger. 

The judge, eyeing the criminal for some 
time, addressed him on ^he heinousness of 
his crime — explained the drcumstances 
relative to the murder — and concluded hy 
asking the prisoner why he should attempt 
to deny that which it was but too evident 
he had committed? 

** I knew not of the poison being in the 
cups," said Welitz : " as Heaven is mer- 
ciful, I had not the least wish to deprive 
two beings of life, for whom, God knows, 
I would have perilled my own !** 

" It is remarkable you drank none your- 
self," said a young advocate (for the exa- 
mination of a criminal in Russia is far dif- 
ferent to what it is in England). 

" No : my reasons I have given in wri- 
ting, during my private examinations," 
said the prisoner. 
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** You have : at the same time it is also 
worthy remark, you that evening quarrel- 
led with Howitzer Bruhl, a nephew of the 
deceased, in order, most probably, to fur- 
ther your designs on the two beings * for 
whom you would, have perilled your life.** 

The prisoner looked up, and around, as 
if searching for Howitzer, and not per- 
cdving him any where present, he ex- 
claimed — " Howitzer had watched me— • 
closely watched me: I disliked it; and 
partly in earnest, I confess I told him I 
would not ask him to take coffee with me 
that night, but with no sinister intention.** 

" You put the sugar into the cups?'* 

" I did.** 

" Did you perceive any thing at the bot- 
tom ?** 

**No: I am rather near-sighted,** said 
the prisoner. 

The court laughed. 

" Since you are so near-sighted,** said 
the same young advocate, " you will not 
perhaps acknowledge this handwriting to 
be yours?** 
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Welitz raised his eyes, and perodved a 
box of hiSf iu which his private papears 
w^re enclosed, had been opened, and the 
contents doubtless read* Ttie paper faand<- 
ed to him, he imtBediately knew was a 
niemorandum he had made on the pound- 
ing of a hand and poisonous dri|g« called 
Mona^gna, which he remembered to hsve 
been given him by a friend. The advo- 
cate read it; and also the surgeon, who 
opened the body of count BruM, testified 
his death was caused l^ the fttOfMogmi, 
the pounding of which required iaunense 
tvouUa The prisoner was here again 
convieted. 

" Did you pound any of that dn^g?" 
said the young advocate. 

" I did, for the purpose of trying an ex- 
periment on vamishing pictures : I lodged 
it carefully up, keeping the key in mj 
pocket, fearing harm might eosue if it 
were left carelesdy about No one was 
intrusted with that key." 

** Granted : but here is a paper whicb^ 
though ambiguous, seems to darkra your 
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innpcence at once. — ^* Whosoever; shed 
man's blood, by man shall his blood be* 
shed. Jam guilty. Oh, do I not equally 
with themidn^ht assassin deserve death?' 
Again. — • The grave is surely terrible, but 
how dreadful to one burthened with a foul 
crime T 

" This is confession," said the young 
advocate; and again thrusting his hand 
into the box, he dragged forth some pa- 
pers, in which the pounded poison had 
evidently been laid, some of which yet ad- 
hered to it; and on being compared with 
that found in the coffee cups, was proved 
to be the same. After this, the advocate 
read a letter, half torn, which appeared 
written under the sublime power of reli- 
gion, to appease the agony of a guilty con- 
science. 

The prisoner was remanded back for-^ 
another examination— told to prepare his 
defence — to collect friends and witnesses 
in his favour, and to appear again in an 
hour. 

, VOL. IV. I 
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*^ I have no witftessies ki my favour— 
no fniencl^,'' hie replied^ •f an^ since my 
doom appears, and is, I am aware\ inevit- 
able, God fbrbid my tri^ should take up 
your and my time? ! The strange ana 
eventful circumstances around me can 
plead nothing in my favour — ^for mystery 
is crime. I am innocent of poisoning my 
behe&ctor, and attempting the life of his 
son.; for where is the benefit which would' 
accrue to me by such a fatal act?** 

^* Were you not instigated by jealousy, 
and were ytou not aware that a large pcwr- 
tion of count BruhPs property would de- 
volve on yoii, in eaSe oi his decease, md 
that of bis son ?" • - 

*♦ I was; but lately that plan was chan- 
ged.'* 

" And when you retired to Wolki, did 
you not indulge in dreams of vengeance 
and despair?** 

** I did mdulge in despair; but it was 
not the loss of fortune which promoted it 
As to vengeance, it never entered my 
heart." //: ; 
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•• No one enters the roocn^ biit your$elf« 
wh^re that bpx now before us^ u$ua]Ji]{ 
stan^?" wa9,thei^;^t.in,teiTOg3atio9. 

**Noone; it is fi small apartmei)!; eur 
tirdy private, of which I kept the key." 

** He oonderpps himself,*' said the advo^ 
Gate; and the judge, actuated by the maji^ 
dreuGQstanc^ which pressed on him to 
cppyiqt;the ppsoner, ad^ncedtbat he wfi$ 
guilty, and must suffer. 

A paper frcan Elizajbeth Dolgoruoki 
wa? thrown to. the prisoner, on which was 
w]*itten-wT^f X>emand another examination 
"^yo^have^ ajriendr* The prisoner imr 
mediately made known his intention and 
wish, which was not granted, the.tinje of 
the court having been already fuljy given 
bim-*^nd sentence of death was passed f 

** To the dungeon with me!" he said to 
the gaoler— ** quick!" and with hasty feet 
he hurried down the steps to the cell, 
which he would quit qo more, till he was 
to receive his last and painful punishment 

It was considerably past th? hour of 
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midhigUt, and most of the church clocks 
had wartiid the prisoner how fast tim^ 
was fleeting away, and how Speedily it 
i^as bearing him on to the verge of pu- 
nishment — long forgotten scenes rushed 
into his memory— visions of his country 
and his home— -dreams, in which his pa* 
rents, his friends, ^appeared to him in the 
bright hue of departed pleasure and inno- 
cence — ^the thought of perishing by a 
lengthened and cruel death — ^far from all 
he loved, it made him shudder, and pass 
his hand across his pallid forehead, with 
an agony of feeling not to be described. 

" Prisoner — prisoner !'* said a voice, the 
accent of which was not familiar to him-r- 
•* awake P* 

** I have not slept,*' he said, starting up. 

•* Nor have I these three nights past," 
said the female, lowering her voice. 

Welitz looked up, and perceived, by 
the flittering rays of the lamp which stood 
on the smaU table, a woman, young, but 
neither attractive nor prepossessing, wrap- 
ped in a large mantle, the hood of which 
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shaded her countenance, and protected. her 
from the cold. — " You, who are so soon to 
perish, by sufferings most exquisite — ^you 
who have no hope for mercy now, will not 
surely die with a falsehood on your lips T 
she advanced : " tell me then if you are 
not guilty ? — swear it by an oath, great 
and terrible ; and according as you speak 
truth, so will I deal with you — for your 
life is in my hafids.*' 

** By all my hopes hereafter — ^by the 
mercy I entreat of a great and merciful 
God, I am innocent ! Yet I acknow- 
ledge the appearances against me are very 
strong — they have criminated me: but if 
I perish, my blood be not on the heads of 
those who condemned me, but the real 
murderer !" said Welitz, in a deep and aw- 
ful tone. 

" And have you no suspicion who the 
mafl is ?** inquired the female, in a tremu- 
lous emotion. 

" None." 
. " Did no one ever seek your ruin, when 
you stood high in the favour of count 
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Bruhl, and ids mm was 8U]^K)8ed to be nd 
mofe?** 

^ My Hfe was onoe attempted, before I 
teme to SL Petersburg, in a forest^ close 
by the Lodge at Wolki; but my confi- 
dence I gave to no one.** 

^ No one entered your R>oms--<at least 
ibe room Elizabeth Dolgorucki has told 
me you called your private apartment^ 
where the poison was in the box ?** 

" No; no one could: but may I ask, 
who it is has this singular interest in my 
fete ? the voice and the figure are equally 
unknown to "vase J' 

The female {mlled the hood doser ov€f 
her countenance, and at biice replied^-i- 
"You nevw before saw me, nor I yoU; 
it is not for yourself I am interested; for 
I am told you were branded with critne 
before you were accused of this* But, dh ! 
let justice be don^ and I am ssatisfled: 
demand another trial, and it shall fare bet- 
ter for you." 

** I have already done 90, and have been 
denied/' 
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•* I have power, and can persuade those 
in whose hands your &Xe is to admit It^, 

" But of what use is it to me, who pan 
prove nothing?" 

" But /can proye^" said the female, 
with some force* , 

** Strange, and unaccount^e H said the 
prisoner, lifting up his eyes to his ,eompa- 
mon. *^ But ^as dying met^ in th^^r last 
extremity, cat^h at st^ws, 3p do I in this 
fearful strife anxiously hope for what is 
lierhaps not to h? attained : convicted by 
drcumstantld evidence,. and that palpable 
and clear, there is but little chance/' 

** Avail yourself of that chance.'* 

'* I would gladly ; but without friends, 
and the circumstances of crime so singu- 
larly atrocious, I catihot." ' 

"You shall have, a trip V ipteiyupted 
the female : " whatever .hay^ h^&% your 
.past crimes^ it is not just ypu su£fer;f4^r 
„pne you do not merit;; Bwt njark lithe 
sacrifice is great on piy ^ide, and A>r ever 
sallies a ni^me-^^ — Init time presse9» and;I 
must depart I will meet you in the hall 
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of justice — I will procure you another 
trial, and / will preserve you from punish- 
ment P* 

The prisoner raised his chained hands to 
press those of the female — which don^ 
she hastily left the cell, the gaoler closing 
the door after her : and so rapidly had this 
passed, that he for a moment imagined it 
was the wreck only of some fantastic 
dream ; but when the morning came, and 
he really beheld himself on his way to the 
grand hall of justice for another trial, he 
fidt some symptoms of joy and hope that 
perhaps he might yet be saved. 

*** If wretches can feel pleasure. 
Pleasure he did feel ; 
Or as much happiness 
As they can know." 

The hall was even more thronged, if 
possible, than on the preceding day; and 
when the prisoner raised his eyes up, he 
beheld present, Ferdinand, Elizabeth Dol- 
gorucki, and Howitzer; the paleness cm 
his countenance was reflected on theirs, 
and the misery with which he was tor- 
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4;iired, teemed to be equally felt by tbem^ 

" I am told," «aid the judge to the prir 
soner, w.]»en all was still aQ4 coinposed^ 
^* that you are this day .to have witnesises 
in your favour, and that one is now about 
to appear: why were. they not called yesr 
jterday, and why did you deny. having 
themr 

*^ I knew not I had a friend,'* said the 
.prisoner, mournfully, '' till last night." 

" Where is that friend?" demanded the 
judge, looking round. 

** Herk !" said a voice, at which the 
whole court turned round, to observe tb? 
speaker — "Here!" , 

* Do you know any thing of the pri- 
soner?" inquired the counsel, after a pause. 

" Nothing:" and as the man spoke. 
Howitzer, leaning from the side of Ferdi- 
nand Bruhl, perceived a man of sullen, 
squalid aspect, in a coarse dress, pushing 
forward towards the witnesses' box. 

•* At least you are aware whose cause 
you are vindicating, or rather about to 
i3 



y Google 



I7ft tlEAtt.iCt. 

idndicate?** flaid the counsel^ speakihg to 
the man in the coarse dnss* 

** No — I know nothing of hiw^- raking 
hi$ eyes— ** I ne^er saw bim before; but 
I know who did the deed-^I know i^rbo 
attempted the life of the prisoner now at 
the bar, when he was at a hunting lodges 
some leagues from St. Petersburg—^! know 
who, by false keys, fiilse wo«ds^ and x>ther 
eontrivances, has basely mcrrdered the cH 
cotxnt Bnihl, and endeavoured to lay the 
guilt on another.** 

*' And who was that being?** sniid the 
judge, with s6me haste in his accents, and 
curiosity of manner. 

* Howitzer Brurl !" was the reply. 
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CHAPTER X. 



Speak; for in those eyes I see 

Marks of kihdoess meant for loe : 

Dry thy tears, and calm thy brow, 

Ere thou weepest for ray wo ; 

For hast thou far forgot th^ time, 

When I dyed my soul with crime? Author, 

All eyes were immediately turned to 
look for the accused ; but the place where 
be stood was vacated: as soon as the fea- 
tures of the witness beeame known to him, 
be bad darted out of the hall of justice, 
without a moment's delay. This very cir- 
cumstance seemed to confirm his guilt 

/' And by what circumstances,^ said the 
judge, " do you accuse Howitzer Bruhl of 
the crime?'* 

** By bis conferences with me, and my 
brother, and by the testimony of my own 
eyes. It is now more than two years since. 
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that Howitzer Bruhl was one night walk- 
ing by the sea-shore at Oranien ; he met 
my brother and myself, Smoliff and Alex- 
ander Fontes ; we were then in a state erf 
poverty, and, to say the truth, were in- 
clined to do any thing for money: he 
walked past us several times before he 
spoke, and seemed examining our features ; 
it was moonlight, and he asked us whe- 
ther we were fishermen ? We said — * No, 
we wanted employment* He asked — 

• What sort of employment ?* We said — 

* Any thing/ — ^ You want money ?* We 
said — * We did/ After some demur, he 
asked us to meet him there the following 
day, when he would talk with us. We 
met him, and he then exclaimed — * I want 
to get rid of a young man who hinders 
me of a great fortune ; if you will assist 
me, you shall never know want again/ 
We promised : my brother had a stronger 
heart than I. — * My plan,' says he, • is 
this : over a small, but deep, canal, a mile 
from my house at Oranien, hangs the 
bough of a tree : I wish ' you to saw it 
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nearly in halyes, close to the stem;. when 
you have so d6ne» leave it : but keep your 
secret, and this money.' He gave us some 
gold, as an earnest of his intentions, and 
'■ we proceeded to wotk^ and did as he had 
commanded us. 

•• We saw him at a small hut, where 
we took up our abode, the day after, when 
he told us his plan had not succeeded — we 
must try one yet more desperate. I hung 
back, but my brother consented. He told 
us, in a short time (he would let us know 
when), he should want us to waylay the 
young man in a forest : we were not to 
kill him, unless he resisted very much. 
It was the forest of St. Hildehrand, some 
leagues up the road, towards the boundary 
of Russia: we were to avoid wounding 
the guide, and not to heed the arms they 
<;arried, as he should take care of them. 
By this we understood, he would guard 
against their injuring us.* Oa the>appoint- 
^d time we stationed ourselves in the.fow 
rest — completed our purpose; though my 
brother shot the servant of the. young 
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cstat;thitaigk hi» htert h^o^ w^ Idt 
Toal^cbttag^ we tdok the count, wbae 
we were told tdocmfine bini till hedH 
dbtemat^ keeping watch ; we were to 
dr*p hints it was Onilli^ a female, who 
was the cause of his impiisonmefnt; and I 
tf&abmnoi at the cottage with him and my 
aster till . he esQap?4 when my broths 
was at St. JPeterrf>urg, performing some 
other deed for bis employer.** 

. •* It. wasf your brother then who attempt- 
ed to murder this ydung man at Wolki, 
count Bruhl's hunting lodge ?*' 

•* Yes^-rsupposing him to be the pro- 
mised heir/ 

« Who t^ you this ?" 

•* My bffdther himself! Headdedalso, 
he was to be Howitzer Bruhl's own con^ 
de^tial aenradit It was he who confessed 
tcr itae, he had ourried vai'ious ai|onyni9U^ 
and myaterioiis, letters^ respecting ^ 
^ung cQimft Wditz, to count. D<^ 
rackTs, and xtount Bruhl's; that be ob- 
timed thd impression of keys» in wax» by 
which he had others made ta a box^ v0 
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t^hk^ tb« piriAiii<^ faacl laid poiflooy ani 
to tfa^ MDfki dtoin wbidh Hint box stood:; 
that he knevr to a moment wl^eil tlie houae 
was moi»t xdear^ and tfaait b^ aaw Ho^Uizer 
'Brvthl unlock the ^kiset where the cups 
were^ and put some iitto three of tb^m ; 
he then closed it» saying-^' All will soon 
be over, and I shall hi able to pay my 
gaming debts; these people none of them 
will be in my way long." 

"And who are you," interrogated the 
judge, '' who have thus turned accuser on 
Howitzer Bruhl?" 

** Alexander Fontesy" said the witness. 

** And where is Smoliff, your brother?* 
said the judge. 

" In a plaoe of conoeidment ; but now, 
an: all probability, no more; fpr it was 9B 
he thought death approaching that he 
confessed himself the tool in poisoning the 
deceased count Bruhl and his son." 

** You, Alexander Fontes^" said the 
judge, " by your own confession^ are an 
objectionable and bad character ; we must 
dierefoie be oureful how we give oredenoe 
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%o your wordflw You say that the prisoner 
is not guilty ; and it was doubtless through 
you that high interest was exerted to pro- 
cure him another trial. You must remain 
in confinement until all is deared. Howit- 
zer Bruhl is sent fen: to his house; he will 
be examined — he aho will be questioned ; 
for it is our wish to do justice. In case, 
therefore, you have any more to say, let it 
now be told us, for this is a case of extreme 
peril and danger.*' 

** It was not through me," said Alexan- 
der Fontes, " that another trial was pro- 
cured, but only in part through my in- 
formation." And he looked round the 
court of justice, as if in expectation some 
<dne was there who would authorize what 
lie said; and the prisoner, together with 
many others, perceived him to rest his 
eyes with some satisfaction on a female, 
who was standing at the extremity of the 
hall, strpported by several persons of rank, 
and evidently one of the Dolgorucki party. 
"^ We then,** said the judge, ^ desire, to 
teiow whatever else can be toW us of this 
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-unfortunate afiair; whatev^ source (if a 
correct one) it springs from, cannot but be 
acceptable to us and justice." 

** I then,** said a voice, which Welitz 
inamediately recognised^ as belonging to 
the female who had visited him the even- 
ing previous in prison, " attest the truth 
of what Alexander Fontes has advanced- 
Howitzer Bruhl is indeed guilty T 

" And what name,** said the judge, 
with some respect in his manner to her 
whom he addressed, ** are we to insert, as 
belonging to the second witness in the 
prisoner's favour ?** 

A slight pause followed. 

•* That of Onillia Bruhl !** swd the voice 
again. 

A violent emotion pervaded the breasts 
of every one present, and a chill darted 
into the hearts of many who were unac- 
customed to yield to sudden feeling. A 
sister accusing a brother, was at once re- 
volting to human nature; and the stagnant 
proceedings of the court evinced how mudi 
^ horrat was created by the avowal of Oiil- 
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lia. But tliese ^entimepifo ^bai^gedi wlietis 
idler a vjk^t struggle, ^aiftst the power 
of her grief aod> the influence of faer tears, 
she. addressed ,1^e judge in the. following 
temts. . . ' • ' • •'.' ' 

- " With wtet agony.I a{^»ear befyte y«^, 
and all here aasembledqiii this ttwobie oe- 
4Mioa^ I need;iM>t (neiroteiM Jlfreqiiired)^ 
describe. To be. thei acduset.of my bhv 
thtr, Is A sev^-e and terriUe trial; hut I 
^equld not kt the innocent peristn wheA I 
possessed the- means of pi^eserving his 

life" :,. 

A cry was here heard :0#t^^* Brkig the 

guilty to justiqe! — tlfe wretch is caught!" 
c^hichJntetTuptfed the words, of Onillia, 

whose frenzied looks, and agonize^ ex- 
'/|4sp9^bns pf-^*' Qhj Heayp^sJ-^in ^mercy 
Jgmnfc ifcrnay^ntpfebemy >b^tb^r ^vinoed 
.siifl8jcieftUy<bter dii^!^s.at,^e idea of Ws 
AufffJrirtfe ft)r;tbfeim«e; . Anaod th«;/$tnig- 
-giiog* ^be plainly penodyed: a dodk .b«|i^- 
Jng^ to. hsi .lfrDthjer;;j iitietf the atowd iMi io 
iminensei .fflid .prtased > with, such great 

curibsity to the ^oe \(rhere the oonfusion 
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was, as prevented her from ascertaining 
whether it was hina or not. 

*• They ai^ ofilcers of justice, however,** 
said she, seizing on Eii^aheth Dolgorucki's 
arm — " there, that is tny brother's cap*** 

Scarcely had she spoken these words 
before a calm came over the tumult; Jthe 
struggling ceased, and a man standing up, 
in a loud voice from amid the crowd, ex- 
datmed— 

**Howitteer Bmhl is before this siafe; 
he left me in Ai!^ clothes, and I deceived the 
o^ers of jtisticte fey pretendilig^ to be taiy 
iMister, and haV6 thbs i^endei^ed him the 
last service he ever will l^uire of me j and 
*M" this act I humbly ert treat pardon.'* 

Onillla, reanimated by this assurance, 
^Asr some . minutes l^fore she eould 
find words to continue her explanation; 
-but the lackey being set free, and the 
4iall of justice once more still and com- 
posed, she continued it in the following 
woi^ds; 

' ** It is somethihg mot^ thaii tWd jhears 
dnoe my cousin, Ferdinand Bruhl, caml^ 
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CD a visit to my brother and myself, at 
Oranien. My brother had been ratha^ 
unsteady, and had dissipated nearly all his 
property, which so pressed on his mind as 
made him eagerly anticipate the death of 
the very man whom he invited to his dwel- 
ling; he knew he, in all probability, would 
be his next heir, being his nearest, as well 
as his poorest relation. My cousin, Fer- 
dinand Bruhl, was affected with a nervous 
and hypochondriacal complaint, which he 
endeavour to overcome by excessive exer- 
cise and application of talent to study. 
My brother did not hesitate to say openly 
before me — * I wish he might die; it would 
be such a fine thing fw you and me.' — ^To 
which I sternly replied — * God forbid I 
should desire the death of any one!* — ^He 
then hinted, if it was so, he should quit 
Oranien entirely — go to the Russian capi- 
tal — have horses, amusements, and plea- 
sures — and * set St. Petersburg on fire.* 
He talked so much on this, that it seemed 
to influence all his better feeling; and I 
justly feared the arrival of Ferdinand 
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Bruhl, well knowing that his constitution 
would not be nursed by my brother — that 
he might yield to the cries of ambition, 
and be the victim of guilt. I therefore, 
when my cousin came, treated him with 
coolness — with indifference; and scrupled 
not to hint I wished he would not extend 
his stay to any great length. But my 
brother, whose manners pleased him, and 
powers of entertainment were by no means 
limited, contrived to- make him like Ora- 
nien so well, that he passed some time 
with us; until he deemed it necessary for 
his return to be made, and preparations 
were consequently put in force. Howitzer 
could not meet my eyes during this pre- 
paration* When I asked him * if he was 
assured of the fidelity of the guide he had 
chosen,* he said, ' Yes ;* but in a hesitating 
and embarrassed voice. I expressed my 
fears of the forest of St. Hildebrand, and 
asked Ferdinand Bruhl myself^ one day 
when he was ill, whether he took his route 
by Darien and that forest? He answered 
me in the affirmative, and I remember I 
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r^I]$idf ' Ah ! well; thirit is sufficient ;' fi>r 
he'seemed to look as if he suspeeted me. 
My btoth^ had by chance met me in one 
of my Mmbles, when he was ctmversSng 
with two men ; one of whom» Alexandar 
Fontes, is now before us ; he struck m^ fay 
a cut across the nose^ as having seen ser« 
vice, and his sailor-like aspect convinced 
me he was accustomed to a bard and &- 
tigumgtifa My brotherlievev mention, 
ed them to me. Wh^n. I heard my cou* 
sin was murdered, at first I was stupified 
with terror; I looked alternately at my 
brother^ and th^i at the lett^ which my 
poor deceased uncle had written, to infenn 
us he Was no more; bis servant was shot; 
his baggage had disappeared;—* Howitzer/ 
said I, fixing my eyes on his, * this is a 
strange tale; — my cousin, murdered! — it 
seems impossible !-^-<£aLn it be that you 
know' aught of the deed ?' 

• I !' — he trembled evory limb — • I !— 
what will you suppose next ?' 

* Kneel down then,' si&U> * and swear 
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an oath, great and terrible, that you are 
unconcerned/ 

" He knelt, partly shading his face with 
his hands. 

' And yet,' I exclaimed in an agony, 
* I will not have you, through my means, 
run the risk of perjuring yourself for ever; 
only tell me, without one tremble, you 
are innocent, and I will try to believe 
you.' 

* I will swear,' he said calmly, * by all 
my hopes hereafter, Ferdinand Bruhl was 
not murdered through my means! bad, 
Hcentious, depraved as I am, spilling oB 
blood is not yet marked down in my book 
of crime.' 

** I believed him ; I had great reason 
so to do; a man who. has murdered, must 
sometimes hear the still small Voice off 
cofnscience — he will sometimes yield to 
the dark power which guilt calk down ; 
but Howitzer was gay, even to cheerfcil- 
ness.^ I looked fcnr the desponding hour, 
btit none ever did I i^ee. I married just 
bdbre I heard of jtoy cousin's sudd^ resur-^ 
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Kction. I know not how Howitzer IxMre 
that, for he left me at Oranien alone^ soon 
after the supposed murder of my oounn, 
and repaired to St. Petersburg ; my hus- 
band and myself went to Paris, from 
whence we are just returned. Two nights 
since, as I was sitting by myself, in an apart- 
ment at the Tariendorf hotel, I saw a man 
standing in the street looking at me ; he 
was apparently struck by some powerfiil 
remembrance, for, on retiring finom the 
window, he came to the hotel door, and 
asked to seethe lady who occupied such an 
apartment, describing it. My attendants 
permitted him to wait in the anticham* 
her till they had told me his wishes, which 
were, that if I .was * Howitzer Bruhl's 
sister, he would gladly speak to me.* A 
feeling I cannot describe overpowered me 
at the moment ; but let it suffice to say, I 
consented to see him; and my emotion 
became still more perceptible, when I per- 
ceived he had a cut acrcfss the nose, and 
was, in fact, the very man whom I bad 
once encouqjtered with my brother How- 
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itzer and another individual, at Oranien. 
His words were brief and few. He told 
me his brother was at the point of death, 
and could not depart until he had saved 
the life of a young man then going to be 
tried for a murder, which was not planned 
or even thought of by him ; but he trust- 
ed that I, as sister to the real criminal, 
would prevent punishment falling on an 
innocent head. He then entered into a 
detail of what has just been said ; which, 
alas ! is by many circumstances confirm- 
ed, in fear and trembling, by me. I could 
yesterday harve advanced what I did to- 
day, but let natural feelings of tenderness 
for a brother plead my delay ; it was my 
wish he should escape ; I knew, if I ex- 
erted my interest, another trial would be 
allowed, as I possess power and friends 
here ; my friend Elizabeth Dolgorucki was 
my confidant in this; and it will afibrd 
me some melancholy pleasure to know 
justice is done. My brother I yesterday 
wrote to; I implored him to make his 

vol*. IV. K 
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escape ; from some uiiaceountable reaspiHk 
he neglected so to do* ; pe^hap$ the lurte 
never reached hiin» or if it did, he disdain- 
ed to regard it But, though he is brand- 
ed with crime, tliere are links by whidi 
nature has boi^d us, which can never be 
by m^ brojcen asunder.** 

A pause follpwe;^^ this declaration ; bat 
it ^as only that the shout of vivid tri- 
umph which followed, on the safety of 
Welitz, should ring with greater power m 
the hall of justice. The prisoner was 
stripped of his chains ; pei^le who before 
would not have, touched his hand for worlds, 
stopped down to shake it — ^to say, " God 
bless you ! pray get into my sledge !** — or, 
" Here i§ mine r with another smile and 
pull ; or, ** My drojedka is empty, get in- 
to that !" — and Ferdinand Bruhl rushed to 
Welit^z himself, and clasped him in his 
arms with true Russiap ardour. 

" Innocent, innocent! — Acquit- 
ted, ACQUITTED !" rang along the streets; 
and why was it that the prisoner was less 

* This was Uie case. 
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pleased than those who crowded round 
him, to hail him as " innocent?" — did he 
not well know he had no claim to that 
term ? 



CHAPTER XI. 



We must now return to England, which 
we have been obliged to leave for some 
time unnoticed ; we will endeavour, there- 
fore, to repair our omission, and, as briefly 
as we can, Ml into a train of events which 
had occurred, in the period of a year, to 
the family of the Wycherlys. 

Beatrice had been a constant correspon- 
dentto Susan, to whom she was more pe- 
culiarly* attached than to her sister Mary ; 
she had entered into her feelings with re- 
spect to her husband, she had seen his 
coldness, and foresaw all the miseries of ai^ 
unhappy marriage at hand. Susan's replies 
k8 
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to her had been written at first in a griev- 
ed and melancholy strain, but, by degrees, 
the letters had assumed a more spirited 
cast; the " crushed worm" might turn 
again. One page hi the last letter which 
she had received, when in Sweden, con- 
tained some passages, which roused her to 
a sense of what was likely to ensue. It 

was this :— 

* * « « « 

^ I had once," says the writer, ** a timid 
hfeart ; but 1 have a friend, a sincere friend, 
who tells me, in a case like the present, it 
oftly is a field for oppression. I agree per- 
fectly in this. You will ask who this ad- 
viser is ? Fitzroy. His house is finished, 
and the distance precludes my seeing him 
evfery day, as I used to do; but still he 
comes four times a week, and as I am 
much alone, he spends his mornings with 
me. How well he reads — and how de- 
lightful must it be, to be the companion of 
a man such as he is ! I can compare him 
to no one but William, when we first mar- 
ried. 
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'^Ido think I must leave my husband. 
Once Fitzroy advised me strongly not to 
think of such a thing ; but now he is silent 
on the subject. He feels for me, and i^ 
delicate enough to say nothing. What 
shall I do? I am certain of William's 
unfaithfulness. I see I am abhorred in his 
eyes; and do you think, Beatrice, human 
nature can endure it? I never felt it sp 
keenly as at this moment. 

" Fitzroy called this morning; my hus- 
band was gloomier than usual, and, for the 
first, time in my life, it struck me he was 
jealous. With sudden resolution, as soon 
as my visitor was gone, I asked him, 
whether Fitzroy*s visits were unpleasant 
to him? 

' No,' he sai4 quickly ; * Fitzroy is my 
fHend.' 

" We both paused ; and he then took 
occasion to tell me his father was very ill, 
and he was going over to Hethering tosee 
him ; and, if I wished, I could accompany 
him. I did not wish, for my father-in-law 
always disliked me, because I had no for- 
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tune. An evil thought, too, respecting 
bur journey, crossed my mind ; I knew 
what an uncomfortable one it would be; 
and he is busy in preparation. 

^* I passed through his study an hour 
since; it was in some confusion;' there 
were several letters in a female hand, into 
which I had the greatest possible curic^ity 
to look. My honour, however, pi^evented 
me, and I was not sorry when I was out 
of the way of temptation. 

" You see how I atn circumstanced. I 
see no hopes of redress ; and I am certain, 
should this state of feeling, which is now 
oh me, cohtihue long, it will drive me to 

desperation.*' 

m ♦ ♦ * ♦ 1 .*. 

'Then followed some' incoherent " allu- 
sions, which gave Beatrice the most lively 
and anxious concern. Hints at " reveng- 
ing herself" on her husband's unfaithful- 
ness, by flirtation and caprice; for why 
should she suffer in silence? 

Beatrice saW, by the epistle, the ^irit 
wa^ indeed roused to an alarming extent; 
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asid she obsenred, when revenge was spio- 
ken of, Fltzroy deemed to be the tool in- 
tended to further her wishes. ** My heart 
is not torrupted, think what you may/* 
she advanced in her lettier; "I will do no 
evil, but my husband shall see I will not 
$il£fer tamely ; her shall not think I am the 
poor simple creature he may imagine." 

She had prescribed he^elf bounds; but 
who shall say, ** I will go thus far and no 
fiirther?" who can set a boundary to sin? 
or, rather, who will presumef to do it? and 
virtue is never so weak as when she tri- 
^Inphs. 

'. These ideas rushed into Beatrice's mind, 
and she lost Ao time in sending a reply, 
flight with advice, for the peril of so cri- 
tkal a time.—" It was," she said, " a severe 
trial, but it was apportioned to her strength, 
^ou must bear it awhile; in a short time, 
•perhaps, the mild and placid virtues g£ for- 
beiffance may so win upon your huciband, 
thlit fie inky return to you, and you may 
•yet be happy ; it is to much better, so fiur 
preferable, to proceeding to extremities. 
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which canheal nobreadb, notdoany goocL 
Convietion once striking him, he will find 
in your gentleness, in your mildness, at* 
tractions which will have efficient claims 
upcm his return of kindness. But, be as- 
sured, nothing (in a case like the present) 
is so unfortunate or so ill-timed as reproach ; 
it is a closing of the door against your own 
peace, as well as that of your wedded part- 
ner. 

** I speak to you in the greatest confi- 
dence. But is not Fitzroy a dangerous 
fnend? Gkni forbid 1 should injure him 
in your esteem ; but do you not think he 
contributes too much to your happiness f 
He is young— that may deduce the malice 
of the world ; he is clever and entertainii^ 
•«-and, situated as ^oe^are, can be no other 
than a dangerous companion. You may 
be, and doubtless are, both of you, uncon- 
scious of any evil coming from a friendship 
thus formed and cemented. Without flat- 
tery, you are young and beautiful — he the 
same; be is your confidant— your adviser 
—the firiend to whom you reveal your so^ 
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rows; this is dangerous. Surely, amid 
your numerous acquaintatioes, there is 
some female, whose discretion and years 
would be great recommendations to you in 
your highly-to-be-pitied situation. Can- 
not you look out for one?** 

It was thus Beatrice wrote ; but she, for 
some months, received no reply. She at- 
tributed it to letters and packets so fre- 
quently miscarrying, and made herself 
comfortable under that impression, writing 
a second time to Susan from Berne. She 
requested her to reply to her immediately, 
directing her answer to St. Petersburg, to 

count L 's, where the Coxe family 

were going. 

Beatrice knew nothing of the Russian 
language, and was content to make known 
her sentiments in French. She was not 
quick in the acquirement of tongues, and 
it was with sensible mortification she found 
herself frequently a silent spectatress of the 
gay parties she was in the habit of seeing 

at count L ^"s house, in St. Petersburg. 

ks 
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St. Petersburg she had onoe wished anxi- 
ously td see; but when the tilne ailived 
when she was ta be an inhabitant of that 
J^lace, ^e evinced a i'estless, ^sSbiis/'and 
agitated maniier, which heriHends fbiind 
some difficulty in tdleratirtg: Did 'they 
walk, ^he would stay at home ; did iiiey 
go to amuse themselves on the ice-hills 
with the counfs family; she expressed 
fear, and declined the pleasure ; and hw 
manners 'wei'e such as could hot feil to cre- 
ate surprise, as wellas dismay, in the bosoms 
of het friends. She was cbrttmiiaily saying 
— •* When do we^ leave StPetersburg?^— 
" Ard we tb stay long?"-^*'^o you not 
begin to wish to return?** 
' "A circumstance still more singular oc- 
curred. By the (bmmon post a' letter 
came, which, on being delivered to her for 
whom the' address specified it was, caused 
het to thangp cdbur so much, that ^ivery 
one in the room obseirved it iristitttly^.^ • 

"From England?** said Miss Cdie; 
^* No bad news; I hope?** " ' 

Beatrice tried to s^eak; her agitation 
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was so palpaWe and so pitiable, IN^issCoxe 
kindly offered hep her arno out of the room 
-—gave some water— <^ned the window, 
and preserved her froni &ihting. ^ ^ 

^ Some intelligence— very distressing, I 
fiEfar,** said Miss Coxe, compassionately. 

Beiatrice shook her head, stiU grasping 
the fatal letter in her hand ; and then, wlien 
suMciently cotoposed, put the letter into 
the stove and burned it to ashes; but hot 
H >i;^ord of its tontelits transpired. It was 
tut too evident die Was wretched, and that 
itomething of more than atrbrdinary 'nature 
J)reyed on her mind, but nothing could in^ 
duce her to reveal it/ ' 

" Was there an English post-tnark oh' 
the lettCT?** said one. 

**! don't know,** exclaimed another; 
" only that it appeared to be a short 
epistle.** 

" Time will discover,** says a third ; and 
ib the circumstance dropped. 

It was one day, when the count and his 
visitors were preparing to go on the ice- 
hills, that Beatrice was persuaded to be of 
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the party ; she rather intended it to be as 
exerdse than a pleasure, for her mind was 
so overwhelmed by grief and melancholy, 
as to require some relaxation from the im- 
pression of thought. They had hardly 
been on the ice-hills ten minutes, befi»e 
the Dolgorucki family joined them, being 

well acquainted with count L ^ who 

visited them when winter brought them 
to the capital. 

It chanced to be the morning Welitz's 
first trial took place. Ferdinand Bruhl 
consequently was not there; but every one 
was speaking of the singular circumstances 
attending the murder, and, altogether, the 
atrocity of the deed. 

'* And, what is still worse," said a Rus- 
sian- gentleman to Elizabeth Ddgorudd^ 
** it was an Englishman, whom count Bruhl 
had treated as his own son, who perpetrated 
tbeact." 

** One of your country,*' ^d Catherina 
to Beatrice; who, not understanding the 
Russian language^ could only reply by a 
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bow and a smile^ whieh at that time could 
be no otherwise than ill placed. 

Miss Coxe however soon informed her 
fii^id of the mufder, and every circum- 
stance attending it. She was fond of the 
dreadful and marvellous, and was dilating 
on every circumstance, with a protracting 
feeling of wonder and curiosity, 

'' An Englishman !" said Beatrice, and 
she turned very pale. 

** Yes,'* said Miss Coxe. " He came 
two or three years since to St Petersburg, 
condemned from his own country, I be- 
lieve," said Miss Coxe. 

*' Indeed t'-^-YoucannotteUmehisnamef'^ 
she asked. 

" No. Welitz is what he is called here 
— rhis English one he keeps concealed." 
, A convulsive spasm (darted through the 
frame of Beatrice, and a moment after, the 
composure she had assumed fled. She 
looked what Miss Coxe said she was— 
f* dreadjully alarmed.'' 

** C^et into the sledge," she ^id quickly 
— " BiO cHie observes you — ^you are sudden- 
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If taken ill — ^we will rettuii immeiaktely * 

« I shall be )>etter soon* Pray don't 
seem attentiretome ; -^I can go borne with 
the I>6lg;c»i]ieki |)aA;3^>} I ^rk feini and 
sick" ' ••" '■■'" *' ^ ' 

•'^Cota^, madSra/'sM * Russian noHe- 
man to Miss 'Coxe, •^ydu have gained 
your wish— *A^ murderer^is condemned 
to die: he richty deselrves if 

Beatrice and Miss Coxe 'were both si- 
lent, one from ignorance, the other from a 
^ntiment she knew not how to describe; 
but, with some presence of mind, she 
abruptly changed Ihe conversation^ still 
However continuing to spe^k ih ther Rus- 
sian tongue. 

' As the sledge admitted of two. Miss 
Coxe pi^posed Beatrix stioiild return 
home immediately; She herself accompa- 
nied 'her to coutit L— 's house, wha« 
^sa^ her to her own roobi; and then 
laying aside iall fdraiaHt)^, she pointedly 
asked her whether ^^ hat^^tiyidei^ who 
^e Ei^lisb li^iird^^r was? 

Beatrice did not'imntediatdy ¥^y. 
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'* Because if you do» it may be neces- 
sary you know the issue of his fate/' 'said 
h^ iHend, gently; and n sudden idea 
vi^idtk struck her at the ibbment, paradyzed 
her beyond description ; she feared^-^he 
dreaded, y^ tvished' (particularly if that 
were the case) to tdl her what was thte 
doom pronounced on the crfminai. 

^'What is the is3ue of hi^fateV en- 
claimed Bi^atrice, without raising her feyes, 
ahd oitichitig by the bedpost for suppcMt; 
** do not fear to tell me — ^I ckn bear if \ 
' -« DfiATH !" s^d Miss Coxe. 
" *• But fee is innocent^— he told me iso-— 
be wrote it to'mel*'' she cried ih anr agony 
'— ^♦^ I have ir in his otm hand ; it was 
di^eadfol—^rufel treachery ! Ol^ niy bro- 
ther Herity—^mt/ tmkdppy In^her F She 
sufnk down into the arms xA her friend, 
V^o suspeked indeed this fatal fiictv' and 
the aQutet^ss of ^tmr misery was sueh as 
deprived her of all pdw^erbf speech or ^mo:. 
tiohJ^^^She had iffesolutiotl— *h* had fortii. 
tiflW-:Jshe had itrtogfh df liiittd ; blit be^ 
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fore this calamity every reasonaUe faculty 
fled. 

In the evening of the next day. Miss 
CoxCt who had inquired into the circum- 
stances attending the last trial, found an- 
other was to be granted. She roused Bea- 
trice to hope it would terminate favour- 
ably ; she spoke (^powerful witnesses, who 
were to appear in his behaU— she spoke of 
the lenity of Russian laws; and that pa*- 
haps, was his guilt confirmed, it might be 
punished by banishment, and not by death. 

Beatrice had the satisfaction (after a 
day's suspense) to see a crowd pouring 
from the hall of justice, and the cries of 
— -^ He is innocent!— he is innocent!" 
ring along the streets. She just caught a 
view of Henry's features as he was dragged 
along in a sledge by the tumultuous mul- 
titude; she saw imprinted on them no joy 
at his escape— no pleasure at his acquittal; 
throwing open the sash, she could only 
throw down some flowers, as did all the 
people in that street, so enthusiastic were 
they in honouring a man, whom but a few 
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short hours before they would have dragge4 
with delight to the knout, or to the scaf- 
fold. Though .Howitzer escaped them 
both, he perished in his attempts to quit 
Russia, by the oversetting of the boat in 
which he was^ making good the adage-^ 
** Justice never sleeps.^* 



CHAPTER XII. 

And here it is incumbent on us to revert 
to that period, immediately preceding 
Henry Wycherly's departure fix)m Eng- 
land, and to dolineate^ at greater length, 
some of those scenes, which we have be^i 
obliged to omit in our tale. We trust 
the reader will pardon the digression; but 
as it is necessary to unfold some events 
which we have hitherto deemed it neces- 
sary to conceal, we shall lose no time in 
durecting his attention to the time when 
Henry, struggling with his consd^ce. 
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tried in vain, by false pleasure, to cheat 
her warning voice. 

' Mr. Parr, his fellow-student, saw with 
Harm his entanglements and misi^ry: as 
ftr as a friend dare venture to advise, he 
did adviser bat he soon found tWt the 
irritable temper of Henry could not brook 
restraint, and his mind was so tenderly 
aUve to his feelings, that he saw him day 
after day courting ruin, without daring to 
hazard a word, A few days only before 
Henry left college. Parr met him at cha- 
pel; the altered appearance of his friend 
touched' him to the' sodl; and he eagerly 
Mbbraced the first opportunity of speaking 
tiO^ him on his iUness^; for he chose to ima- 
^^me ihe tatv^is he saw in his eoiinte- 
«l91c#i*^^'tfie^tffects of itadispositidn.— 
** 1' have not been ill/* Henry replied, 
^* iirile^s irtdeed pleasure is ^n illness f* and 
Ihe air of proud i^eserve with wMch he 
Tipbki, made Parr recede two or three 
^teps from' his side, before he thought of 
Chiming a *reply. 
' ^^ I alway^s' valufed ybuE firienddiip,'' 
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exclaimed Henry, after a short pause; 
" but, for Heaven's sake, do not be talkmg 
6f my ill looks ! if I am ill, so be it— tf 
well, let it remain ; I shall rfb, I dare say. 
As for my friends, I have many who ofifer 
me their — advice.'' 

** Remember,* said l^arr, receding again, 
*• all I have in the world is at your ser- 
vice, under these conditions, that you pro- 
'mise to be as close a student this term as 
you weref last.**" 

** Oh, you lend me money under condu 
iions, do y6\i !" said the misguided Henry. 

* '^^ Yes, I would do so, would you per- 
ihtt me,** said Parr again, ^* arid I am cer- 
Itain I could give yon a very 'gbod reasoh 
foi- it Do hear me, Wycherly,^ he'con- 

' tinned, observing Henry tdm away'; ^* my 
fdrtune is small, and my purse equally 
confined; yet, God knows, they are at 
any man*s service who will use them well. 

'You would call ncie a fool, if I lent my 
money to a gambler, or one who spent it 
in dissipation"; but to relieve you^ I would 

* part with all I am wbrth.'* 
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^ And yet you ask me for conditions— 
for promises,'' said Henry. 

^ I do ; for you are a man of honour, 
and will not break your promise— only 
make me one.** 

** No, Parr ; you are a kind friend, but 
I will not wrong you : your purse could 
not cover my debts ; and could it, I would 
not apply it to that purpose. There is 
my sister Beatrice has fagged at her pen 
for money for me, and where is it now? 
She paid my debts, once ; but / will pay 
the next; you may depend on this, my 
fiiend, I well know my own doom^ — ^yes, 
as well as if Fate had opened her book and 
shewn it to me." The air of despondence 
with which he spoke smote on his com- 
panion ; Henry perceived it, and immedi- 
ately changed the conversation to their 
studies. 

Parr however was too much awakened 
to a sense of Henry's state of feeling, to 
omit watching his conduct and actions; 
he endeavoured, by every art in his power, 
to win him back to his former pleasures 
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and. friends in vain ; his mind, misguided 
and vitiated, sought other fields of enjoy- 
ment, and the force of natural talent, 
united with the brilliancy of intellect, was 
wasted in making Henry Wycherly a fa- 
mous bottle companion, a melancholy, 
proof of " grasping at the shadow, and 
losing the substance.** 

When the vacation commenced, Henry 
told Parr he should return home ; but his 
friend soon discovered it was a mere fabri- 
cation to mislead him; for, remaining at 
college to prosecute his studies, he was 
alarmed, but not surprised, at receiving a 
letter from Beatrice, to whom he was to- 
tally unknown, imploring to hear if he 
knew aught of her brother: the reply 
to her inquiries has already been laid be- 
fore our readers. 

Beatrice had always corresponded with 
Henry, and the affection which she had 
for him, was increased by anxiety for his 
fate ; when she had heard, through his let- 
ters to her, how deeply he was in debt, 
and how much that idea preyed on his 
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mind, she employed her talents for his ser- 
vice, and had had the happiness of rescu- 
ing him, for that time, from any rash act 
which he then meditated. She had met 
him at Balfour Wood, and given the mo- 
ney into his hands ; and it was this meet- 
ing which occasioned so much animadver- 
sion amongst her friends : but it was after 
hours of severe study, and still severer toil, 
she found all her hopes likely to prove 
abortive. After all the joy she had once 
imagined she should impart, nothing but 
disappointment ensued; and she felt, as 
many others have before her, heartsick, 
sad, and miserable. 

** Hope was given to cheer — to smile, 
Not by cheating to beguile." 

Beatrice implicitly kept her word, with 
respect to not revealing where Henry 
Wits : happy was it for her sh^e did sa She 
constantly enclosed to Henry all the mo- 
ney of which she was mistress — all the 
rhetoric she could employ, to implore him 
to allow her to say so ; but in vain. She 
told him to His other firailties not to add 
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that of inhumanity. — ;" Give me leave ftt; 
least," she said, " to tell our father and mory 
ther you are alive and well; for suspense' 
is equally dreadful to them, as the unc^- 
tainty of your future, fate appears to be to^ 

you" .. 

Henry was inflexible; and Beatrice, fpr. 
some time, was in ignorance of his plans, 
herself. She lov^d him with great tender- 
ness, and to this perhaps may be added, a 
knowledge of his aflection for her not a 
little contributed. What led to his de-. 
tection was this; it was one morning, at a 
celebrated banker's, a young man,, gen* 
teelly dressed, yet with some agitation of 
manner, presented a bill for payment qi a 
considerable sum, in lord Bridge's name; 
the sum was very large; aivl the counte* 
nance of the young man who presented it, 
so keenly alive to the penetrating glances 
which assailed him, that it could do no 
otherwise than excite suspicion. He was 
watched home to his lod^ngSj and a mes- 
senger dispatched to lord Bridge's without 
delay* The bill proved, as the banker 
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imagined, a forgery, and the young man 
was taken into custody within twelve 
hours after the bill had been presented. 
He was immediately carried to Bow-street, 
examined, and committed for trial. Re- 
vising to give his name, his lordship felt 
some degree of curiosity towards him ; he 
eagerly took up his glass to examine his 
countenance, with an idea of recognising 
perhaps only the ordinary and fbrbid(}ing 
ftont of impudence and guilt; but no 
sooner had he fixed his eyes upon him, 
than, in the wan — pale — wretched face of 
the man before him, he recognised one 
whom he had dandled on his knee when a 
boy, and whose father yet was his inti- 
mate friend — Henry Wycherly. He 
would most readily have abandoned all 
proceedings against him ; but it was then 
ndther legal nor possible ; the trial conse- 
► quently took place, and Henry was con- 
demned to die. 

" Beatrice,** he said, in his letter, " I am 
in Newgate— cast for death; vain, vain 
are all my self-reproaches — ^vain are all my 
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Bgomes of renoOTse — ^I must suffer* To be 
happy (I BOW find too late) we must be 
iiinooent and virtuous. My dear sister, 
W5e D3ust part— for ever then, farewell !" 

It was this letter whicb Mr. Parr bad 
enclosed to her in the one whidi told of 
iiis escape. The distress into which she 
was* plunged, cannot be described; yet it 
was happiness to what the criminal him- 
sdf experienced. In the cell, cold and 
dreary, none of his former companions 
liaatened to see him ; they had pleasures 
to pursue, to whidi he could no longer 
contribute— buianess in which he could 
no lohger share ; and it is ever thus the 
ffCf leave the heartbroken, silent and soli- 
tary, to die* 

Thepe is something repugnant to the 
heart of man, in being made a public spec- 
tacle of infemy — a thing for gaping crowds 
to stare at, and the vehicle of dread to his 
fellow-beings alone in a solitary — silent 
place. Henry Wycheriy had full time to 
brood over his miserable fiit^ the ignomi- 

VOL. IV. X 
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nious termination of a Ufe, which might 
have been one of virtue and peace. No 
one came, with comfortable words, to 
sooth the cheerless hours of his existence. 
— Who, of all Aw friends, could think of 
visiting a cell in Newgate ? 

The prison clock was something past 
the hour of eleven, and Henry, composing 
-himself on his pallet, was endeavouring to 
still the ever-to-be-remembered days whi<^ 
were gone by, when the entrance of a be- 
ing, whom he had some faint recoUecticm 
of, caused him to raise his head ; it was 
the student of All Souls, come to visit him 
in his Iftstextremity. 

" You see,." sjud the unfortunate young 
man, *' to what I am reduced ; you, I dare 
say, expected it, fcMT what you foretold to 
me is $11 come true." 

The student faltered in his tone as he 
replie^'-*-^:^ I did indeed; but the time I 
must spend here is very short. Let as 
exchanges dresses — I have planned the 
means of your escape;" and so in truth be 
had — horses were provided down to Do- 
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Ver, and a confidential servant, belonging 
to the young student, was in readiness to 
conduct him to the spot appointed. 

It took but a few moments for Henry 
to equip himself in the student's clothes, 
^nd also for him to quit that den of 
thieves — Newgate. With steps almost 
amounting to distraction (so unequal is 
the heart to joy) he stood pausing by the 
door against which the turnkey was. The 
student's servant, with eagerness, impru- 
dently rushed towards him, saying, in the 
hearing of the gaoler — '* The horses are 
ready.'' 

In a few moiiients an outcry was raised 
— officers were sent in pursuit of the un- 
fortunate, and the student, in the most 
terrible suspense, learned his wdl-formed 
plain was abortive — abortive for the pre- 
sent only. The prisoner escaped ; but not 
4ill he had been overtaken by one of the 
..oflScers of pursuit. — And now let the 
agony of being retaken— -the desperation 
of frenzy— the knowledge of what his fate 
l2 
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was» if i^in conyeyed to Newgate, plead 
a small shadow of excuse for that ad^ 
which, at a calmer hour, be would bam 
died rather than performed. In the strug- 
gle ^and it was great), Heniy drew a smaH 
knife from his pocket, and stabbed the offi- 
cer in the side : he fell bac^ ; HeoFy heard 
not .the dying gioan ; but by speedy idoMBt 
surpassing the swiftness of man, be reach- 
ed Great Ymwoath. After expeii^iciag 
a variety of adventures, in an open boat 
(so anxious was he to quit Ei^and), be 
embarked for safety, and was charitably 
taken in by a ship bound for Norway. It 
was wrecked within sight of land ; and 
again trusting to his activity for Hfe;, he 
made for shore : the current bore Iiim od- 
watds^ 1^ that ardent desire fer the pee- 
servati<»i of an existence wbidi was utter- 
ly devoid of any charms to cause duA 
strong and ambitious wisb— 4liat superna- 
tural strength which actoates man when 
his death is h> view, made Henry at last 
attain the shore. 

It was there he found himself alone and 
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desolate— the crew were pkioged in that 
deep whidi bad been their graves^ and 
Henry exdaitned — "^ I^ — I, a tnnrderer, am 
saved V' Ignomiit of the coast on which 
he waSp he expected that perhaps his ex-* 
istence had only be^i piiesarved, that he 
might 9u£Eer death in a more terrible 
diif>e; but wh^ he found himsdf amcmg 
the Norwegian^ he no longer feared it 
He had no knowledge of any plan by 
which he might gain a subsistaice : those 
who pitied him, he served. By a series of 
romantic adventures he succeeded in lesarn- 
ing to mend neis« and was for some time 
UBeful to the fisbeitnen on the Norwegian 
cbast And here also let us remark, he 
had leisure aiad time to reflect on the enor- 
mity of his crimes — to feel the agonies of 
semorse — ^the sting of despau'^-the utter 
abmdonment of aU hope — and only the 
proapeet of a cheerless and miserable fu- 
ture. Akmg the bleak tsea^-sbore he would 
range, and think of home, and all its joys 
i*-af his pafents^-bis sisters — his brother 
<-t4>eings who lived, but not for him. 
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The season of his youth had been gay 
and unprofitable — talents misused — sto* 
dies neglected — things thrown aside, often 
crossed his mind, and made him, with the 
wild solitary feeling of a being of despair, 
•* pant to be in the desert,** where no one 
could intrude. He watched the storm — 
but on him it made no ampression ; the 
roar of the waves — the beating of the bil- 
lows, he heard ; and it was during those 
rambles, which he indulged in so frequent, 
and so often, that he saved Ferdinand 
Bruhl from a watery grave. 

He grew tired of his residence in Nor- 
way, and had a latent hope, that the ge- 
nerous man, whose life he saved, might, if 
they met in his country, do him some es- 
sential service. 

The singular events of this young man's 
life being thus far delineated, perhaps it 
will be but needless repetition to enter 
asrain on those which occurred afterwards. 
We shall merely say, he kept up a desuU 
tory correspondence with Beatrice, from 
whom he learned the officer died of \m 
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wound! his fnend was immediately li- 
berated from Newgate : he learned ako, a 
price was set on his head ; and to complete 
his misery, Anne died, without mention- 
ing him once* Susan was married; but 
her happiness he should never see ; his fa- 
ther was in declining health, approaching 
to the narrow confines of the tomb. No, 
Henry could never again revisit England. 

When Beatrice and Henry met, we 
cannot pretend to divine the sentiments 
which actuated their hearts, nor the sor- 
towful emotions which poured into their 
remembrances : we leave it to the reader 
to imagine how he would have felt — " see- 
ing, after three years separation," a brother 
whom she had loved tenderly, under the 
present circumstances. 

Onc^ the meeting over, H^iry entreat- 
ed permission to leave St Petersburg, for 
count Bruhl's country lodge. The ex- 
treme earnestness of his request at first 
astonished Ferdinand, who was soon let 
into the light of his sister being in the 
capital; but when he heard Beatrice :ha(| 
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left the evening previous, he was no longer 
surprised. 

The countenance of his friend reveided 
but in a small measure what he felt; and 
Ferdinand, with urgent feelings, implored 
him to stay at least till his spirits were re- 
covered. 

At these words Henry could no longer 
control his emotion. — ^ All |daces and 
their change, arealike to tne," he said; 
•* but I have reasons which impel me to 
solitude; and did you know them^ yoo 
would not for a moment hesitate— I am ill** 
« I do not hesitate, if you wish it,** sani 
Ferdinand; ** but Wolki is so a^, sode- 
solate.** 

** It cannc* be too cold, nor too desolate 
for me," replied Henry. *' Count Bi^hl— 
Ferdinand, my friend, God bless you r 

They were the last words Ferdinand 
ever heard hirti utter; for Henry took 
leave of trim th^n, never to see him more. 
He did indeed receive two letters from 
Wolki, written in the hand of despair: 
the third reached him just as he had p»- 
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Veiled on Catberkia to fix tbe wedding, 
day: it wastiiw>— 



^* DEAB FRIEND, 

** I have caused this to be writ- 
ten for me, by the hand of your faithful 
servant: I am too ill to write myself; but 
- 1 wished, before I go, to thank you for 
the past^-^to tell you I could never return 
to that country which you have urged me 
490 much to do. You ofibred me the means 
too. Ah, my dear firimd, thia cannot be ! 
teiime has shut a gat^ against me~« crime ! 
*^ia it not writtto on my despairing fare- 
head ?«-«^is it not engraved in restless, yet 
^veriasting, characta^ in my heart? It 
tnust be. I have lived to see every hu- 
inan project ikil, and all through my own 
■sin. Yet I repent-*! murmur not. F^cu 
«BMnd, We must palt; and I must go, 
trembling, to n doom too terrible to ex- 
{>ress. Yet the Redeemer is m^xiful. 

*• Farewell r 

lS 
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To this was i^xed a small note 6f the 
servant's own composition, amply to saj, 
the English gentleman was dead. 



CHAPTER XIIL 



Unforeseen incidents preveiited the 
Coxe family from returning to England 
for a twelvemonth after the bS£b\t at St 
Petersburg. During that time, Beatrice 
had kept up a constant correspond^ice 
with Susan, if correspondence it might be 
termed, which existed but on one side. 
An alarming silence created in her the 
utmost anxiety respecting the probable 
issue of the unhappy difference betweea 
the married pair; and it was with seuti- 
ments of delightful pleasure she found 
herself once more on British ground,, pro- 
ceeding to that house which she could not 
revisit without emotion; the trees for- 
warder in growth— ^e plantations in a 
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thrifty and blooming state,' left her inrrno 
doubt respecting to whose care they had 
been left — the spot, so beautiful, wanting 
nothing but happiness ! 

Mr. Coxe, who well divined the anxiety 
of her feelings, lost no time in driving h^r 
-to William's house ; and agitated by a va* 
riety of feelii^, she sprang into the chaise 
end set off. Oiice arrived at the park 
gate, Mr« Coxe was gc^ng to alight .to 
open it; but a man at work on a neigfa^ 
bouring bank, observing him, immediately 
came forwards to offer bis services. . 

They had passed through thegate^ when 
Beatrice, who could no longer resist. a 
^^pestion respecting her sister (so impressed 
was she with a prophetic feeling of ill)^ 
said — " You know Mrs. Holt — is she 
weU?*^ . . : ' 

.^* May: be she is, ma'am," repHed.tbe 
matt, with siwie surprise; but she i s i .; " * 
•and the last words were lost in the rattling 
of the chaise. wbeels. . . 

To Beatrice every ^spot was familiar; tbe 
.Tcry; flo(wers the^maelvea seeined^toibeithe 
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Mne she had left growing Matiy monthi 
befbre~-tlie waiks-^the sttmaiar-liouae^ 
where Fitzroy had read to them, was still 
in existence, looking as dean and wett 
kept as everw^*' This looks well," she 
tiiought; '' Bure nothing unhappy has oe* 
imrred." Bat the impression of melan- 
choly on her mind seemed to deaden this 
hope ; and when die chaise drew up» jhe 
felt unable to stc^ from it, and eqaa% 
unable to speak. 

Mr. Coxe was going to alight, mad t 
man in Kv^ery, not the Holts* livery^ ttaoB 
forward ti;^ hold the horse.— -'^ Is yaw mas- 
ter at home?" said Mr. Coxie. 

** Is your MisTSESS at home?^ esdana- 
td Beatrice^ with a quick accent — *^ is Mrs. 
Holt here?" 

** Ah,** advanced Mr. Coxe again» ob- 
lerving the man was erickiitfy not in the 
Holts' livery, « is Mr. Holt at home?^ 

'< Mr. Holt has left this house tins fadfi^ 
year, sir; he lives at HetiieringHiril,'' taU 
the man ; ^* and is^ WiUiam nomJ^ x 

Beatiitt 'Uns very ^e^ veiy ^oBEt ; and 
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Mr. Coxe, isfber ht^ngfyr a j^ass of wa- 
ter for her, attcitipted to drhre off* 

** I wish«^' aaid Beatrice^ in^rent agitSf* 
tkm, ^ you wouJU just adc (lie man ^ Su^ 
sen is stil^^I iBean« b well^ and at Hetil^ 
erifig with her fautbatidri with you-^— — »'' 
She stopped, reooUecking, if 4ter feavs were 
not realized, how nmch d^iwaa disoovering. 
But Mr. CiXB^ who was jilst then em* 
ployed in gathering up his rekis, onlyi««.. 
pHed, not obs^^ng her agttatioo*^*'' Un^. 
doubtedly your sister i$ with jsir Willian^ 
How sorry I am you should hear of your 
^ittcfe'S death in sp nidden a nteulii^ ! this 
proves to me your IBn^ish letters mis- 
carried*'' 

« Yes,"* said Beartriee, reviving, •• th^ 
did : yet I much wonder Susan did not 
write to congratulate me on my arrival* 
My father and mother t did not expect 
would ; but that will not prevent me from 
6^ng thetn as early as possdble, for I 
JEBd a great widi x>nce ppm^ to he Hi 
home.** ^ 
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; Atarived^atlordCoxe's, Beatripe foand 
a large party were comiDg to dinner, chiefly 
to pay their eompliinents to the family. 
On hearing their names, one peculiarly 
struck her attention ; it was that of Archer. 
~^' What, the curate of Hethering ?" said 
ebe» ia a pleased tone of vmce. 

^^ Yes, the curate of Hethering," said 
Miss Coxe, laughing; ^ and when you 
have read that letter, which I judge is 
from hone^ you will perhaps adorn your- 
adf to receive him.** 

. But Beatrice requested permission to be 
alone that day, professing herself so shock-* 
ed at the. account of her uncle's death, as 
to be unfit for society ; and under this plea 
she jwas. excused. Her letter from home 
was this: 



^ DEAR BEATRICE, 

" We are very glad you have 
thought it proper, after, so long an absence^ 
to return again to England. We trust 
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and hope» my dear'cbildj your sentiments 
are changed, and that you are willing to 
subscribe to the sameopinioiK as ourselves ; 
but should this not be the case, we all 
earnestly hope you will come to us soon. 
Your father enjoys much such health as 
usual, but is thinner and paler than when 
you left him. Mary has, two children, 
and is so completely occupied by them, as 
not to be able to come and see us this 
spring: her last letter too was very short. 
Sawbridge is as you left him. Your poor 
uHcle Holt is no more, and William is 
now a baronet, I forbear to enter, into 
other particulars until we meet My dear 
child, I read that part of your letter which 
iq>€ycs of our un&rtiinate son, Henry, 
with great sorrow. How happy J shall be 
to see you, my dear, orice a^in ! 

" Mr. Faulkner has made the Lodge a 
sweet place, and. the btber' ddy was wod- 
dering whefa «^ot« would return. We have 
li^ad him all your letters, wHidi relatal to 
ibreigh countries^ ;which: he. atp|>etired to 
-take a pleasure n^ ckdafing: hdlis a moat 
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{flcuuit mm. . Ood faless you, my dev 
fie«trioei 

^BdoBre me. 
^ Your affbctionate mother, 

^ M. WyCHEWLY. 

<' i}rMfiifa&; May 19, 18*-. 

^ P. & Mr. Ftuikner, I forgot to say, 
if not y^ married J" 



Wheti Beatrice read this letter, it at 
£nt produced in her the keeiest feelings 
of pleasure; but they were oounteraoted 
i:ff the penetration which she posseued 
toid exerted, respecting some parts of it 
No mention was made of Susan, and Use 
al^e of the epsstle altogether seemed p 
bespedc a querulous sense of mis^y in the 
writer. Susatiy who had been )xr favour- 
ite daiigfaiiir-**the daughter on .Whom her 
4EHippitiess had so deeply nstied, was not 
mentioned. She ju^y feared the ^' oAer 
^rticiilars^ her ^moHier did not wish to 
itateaitill tiiey met,, were of no pleasant 
tednre. . It seemed too Hiati^ was afatan- 



y Google 



BEATBICllL 333 

doned l^ h& cbftrf hopes; and tnas glad to 
weloome the daughter home ^agato, to* 
whose fnte she had onee expressed herself 
indifferent. In this idea Beatrice was 
more anxious than she woald otherwise 
have been to return ; it would give her 
tlie greatest possible pleasure to be of com- 
fort to her parents^ and more peculiarly so 
if they needed it She therefore loot no 
time in going to Brundale ; and so ancxious 
was she in that respect, that she even pre* 
^Hxed tlie accommodation a stage coach 
afiforded, to waiting for lord Coxe's car- 
riage. To a mind like bers; the ineonv^ 
niences were trifling ; traveUing in post^ 
chaises was at oncie kndy and unprotected ; 
and with firmness and eomposure she st^ 
ped into the vehicle for her home ! 

There were so many painful as well as 
pleasing thoughts in that idea, that it was 
not until she had been half an hour in the 
coach, that she perceived herself the com- 
panion of two genteel men ; one rather in 
an advanced period of Ufep^the other 
young, apparently his son. She foond 
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herself treated with respect; for Mr. Coxe 
saw her to the stage himself^ and was too 
well known not to be immediately recog- 
nised as the representative of his father; 
and even if he had not, two servants in 
livery closed the door upon her; and at 
least they bespoke she was no ordinary 
passenger. 

They passed the house formerly occu- 
pied by William and Susan. Beatrice, 
whilst looking at that sweet spot, heard 
the younger gentleman inquire to whom 
it belonged. His fether, for such she took 
him to be, replied — " It did belong to sir 
William Holt.** 

" And to whom does it belong now ?" 
said the younger man. 

" I do not know." 

•* Was not Mrs. Holt a very pretty wo- 
man?** said the son, with an air of reviving 
recollection in his face. 
- " I do not know : there has been a great 
deal said of her." 

Glances passed between the two gentle- 
men, which in part seemed to reveal what 
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this •* great deal" was. — " There was a 
vast deal of unhappiness before. " and 
glances again were the interpreters of 
thought — " before the unfortunate crisis." 

" Before what ?" Beatrice wished to say ; 
but a sense of timidity and self-respect 
kept her silent — " before what * unfortu- 
nate crisis?" 

** She was very pretty — exposed to 
temptation^ and neglected-^^e gay : it was 
a pity ; for if that had not been the case, 
there was every thing to make them hap- 
py," said the elder gentleman again. 

Beatrice turned pale and faint; and had 
not tears come to her relief, in^^all proba- 
bility she would have fainted; but she 
^vished by no m6ans to discover by any 
emotion that she was related to the parties 
of whom they were speaking ; only ven-* 
turing, after the lapse of a few moments, 
to say — ** Pray, sir, do you know where 
lady Holt (I do not mean the dowager)— 
the present lady Holt is ?" 

There was a pause, and both gentlemen 
looked at each other before they venture^ 
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to reply. — ** In London,'' said the father. 

•• Did you not ever hear she was very 
handsome?^ asked the son, who turned 
his eyes on Beatrice as he spoke, with an 
air of interest. ^ Perhaps you have s^n 
her, ma'am ?" he added. 

•* Yes," and Beatrice bowed, •* often,** 

** She was one of the Wyjrfierlysj I 
think ? What a singular family that was ! 
S^e had by for the most beauty of any one 
in the fiimHy, I hear. Anne I knew — a 
fine figure; and' I remember hearing a 
strange story of that veey plain one;, 
Beatrice^ turning Clrtlx^, «nd going 
abroad. She was a stnmge character: 
there was something odd in her too. I re- 
collect seeing her once; I thought her 
most amazingly plain ; hvA it was by the 
side of a lovdy girl^ — ^a Miss Amherste*" 

A severe stamp on his foot, aceompa- 
nied by a pinch of theaiTn, made the son 
cease bis harangue, and kx^ to the quar- 
ter from whence they proceeded. Heaven 
then could not elucidate, and was actually 
going to continue bis speech, by tlie words 
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— " That Beatrice once ^" Another 

TE&T severe stamp on his foot^ accompar 
nied by a frown, and a peculiar direction 
of the ey^ made him at length compre- 
hend an indistinct something, which was 
fortunate enough to make him, hold his 
tongue. 

The father bad seen on a small box,^ the 
addre&e» — ^* Miss Wycherly ;" and it took 
him not a oaoment to discover she waa the 
identical " plain oi^" of odd memory ; 
not that he thought her so plain — but that 
peculiarity which dwells on the counte- 
nance when we hear ourselves talked o^ 
acteated hers, and in such a manner as 
could not fail to inform him who she 
was. 

Beatrice, once arrived at home» found 
that her parents were indeed much chan- 
ge ; her father's ill health had altered him 
so much, she would scarcely have recog- 
nised bim^ had she met him by chsmce; 
his hair was thinner and whiter, his steps 
more feeble, his voice broken — and, com- 
bined to this,, there was a thoughtful and 
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troubled cast of care in his countenance 
which seemed reflected on her mothrfs. 
They met, however, with tender aflFection, 
and Beatrice felt it was indeed delightful to 
have a home. 

In conversing of the family, Beatrice 
heard no mention of Susan. Mary and her 
lovely children had been spoken bf with 
some pleasure; and Mrs. Wycberly had 
hinted, Sawbridge had "thoughf* of« 
neighbouring young lady, with a good for- 
tune, to whom he " intended making his 
how ;" and the estate (Brundale) was get- 
ting less and less encumbered. 

" And how is dear Susan?" said Bea- 
trice, scarcely venturing to touch on that 
chord. 

" Susan is very well,'' replied Mrs. Wy- 
cherly coolly — ** she is in town with a sis- 
ter of Mr. Fitzroy; they lived so misera- 
bly, it is best for them to live apart Su- 
san has been sadly to blame — and Willi^'^' 
^V William is a strange man !** 

Beatrice felt relieved, and resolved to 
write immediately, as she could obtain her 
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address ; expressing this wish to her mo- 
ther, she assented to it apparently un- 
moved ; asked Beatrice to tell her what 
she had seen, where she had been, and 
how she liked foreign countries — was glad 
to see her improved in figure and person, 
for her hair was grown a " sweet colour,** 
3Xid she was not like the same being ; and 
cbnduded by wondering if Mr. Faulkner 
would not think as she did. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



Come look upon rae 

po I bear semblance of a happy man I 

Is my oheek proud — my step iight-r-roy mien gay ? 

. Old Play. 

Beatrice had not been at home more 
than a month, before her parents fully ap- 
preciated the comfort of her society. She 
coubi entevtsan, they found; shcf hadgaii>- 
ed not only a knowledge of the world, but 
-othcfr trivild accomplishments which are 
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neeesmy to a female — orif notabsc^idy 
neceasaiy, at least pleasant and deligbtfiiL 
Her fidber had but one wish in her ungia- 
ttfied*— her mother had hot two: the fmfli 
Ae professed, and whkit she still held, and 
the inififierence widi whidi she treated 
Mr. Faulkner. 

•* It strikes me,** said Mr. Wycheriy, 
one evening When Beatrice had left tiie 
room, and Mrs. Wycfacrly was akme with 
him, ^ that our Beatrice is left as a com- 
fort to us; how lonely you know we fel^ 
love, till she came--and how lonely we 
should appear if she left us now ! Susan, 
on whom we rested so much, and who mar- 
ried so well, is very much changed, and 
latterly seemed to forget ue; but Beatrice 
our good daughter, who I do not think so 
very plain, gives up all her time to us ; 
and I miust think, my dear^ she is dever. 
How wdl she reads and ]^8, and honr 
kind she seems to all. my wants ! j^ap 
dieas with me, till I am sure she most be 
half tired to death; and after all, perlii^ 
toe treated ber vnih a Uttle too madtt se- 
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^CTity when she left us to go abroad— but 
now she is^ome back, we ■ * * 

** Did you observe,** said Mrs. Wycher- 
ly, in a lively voice, " how Mr. Faulkner 
looked at her?— with so mudt interest, 
I thought, and I dare say imagined as 
we did, she was changed for the better.. 
How he talked to her too! oh, how I 
wish she was not a Catholic !*" 

" It's aH oor fault she ever was so," an- 
swered Mr. Wycherly — ^ Catholic or Pro- 
testant, she is a very good girl." 

** And Mr. Faulkner, I am convinced," 
continued his lady, who was like a ship 
going before the wind, •* still thinks of 
her; they are so suited to each other — 
that charming Lodge too " 

*' And then we blamed her about the 
dowager's will, when perhaps she way no^^ 
m(»e to blame than you or I; fbrif we 
connder, it waiy rather a delicate thihg for 
her to press the making of a* thing which 
was %o benefit lier," said Mr. Wycherly 
gravely. 

VOL. IV. M 
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^ And her ccmduct has been uniformly so 
kind ; if Susan had had half her judgment 
b ut then it's no use repining again,* 
advanced Mrs. Wycherly — " but as she is 
now coming we will talk no more of h^, 
for the best of us do not know how to bear 
^praise." 

It was not Beatrice, but Mr. Faulkner, 
who called with a letter whidi had been 
put in his post bag by mistake; it was 
addressed to Mrs. Wycherly, who, with 
some trepidation, lost no time in breaking 
the seal and reading the ejnstle. 

'* Lady Holt (the dowager) wants us to 
go over and see her, before she goes to 
town,** said Mrs. Wycherly wh«i she 
had read it — ^' speaks very flattering of 
Beatrice, at least the account she hears of 
her. — By the bye, what do you think cf 
her foreign expedition ?*" said she, appeal- 
ing to Mr. Faulkner — ** do you think it 
has altered her ?•* 

*' I could not wish her altered in any 
respect," said he hesitating, ** except one.* 



y Google 



BEATRICE. 243 

*• All, true indeed P* exclaimed Mrs. 
Wych«-ly, sighing. 

Mr. Wycherly mused, but said nothing. 

" I think Miss Wycherly, with respect 
to person, vay much improved,'* said Mr. 
Faulkner. 

Her entrance caused him to cease speak- 
ing, and lady Holt's letter was read again. 
Mrs. Wycherly could not, just at that 
time, accept the invitation herself, nor Mr. 
Wycherly; but they peculiarly wished 
Beatrice to accept it, which she did, perhaps 
having the same thoughts existing in her 
heart her father and^ mother had in theirs. 
Mr. Faulkner offered his curricle (as Mr. 
Wych«-ly had laid down his carriage), 
which Beatrice politely, yet steadily re- 
fbsed, preferring Sawbridge's gig. 

Mr. Faulkner was not blind to the 
mode of conduct she had adopted towards 
hira, and it was then he felt the full force 
of her generosity of spirit ; it was not dif- 
ficult to perc^ve he was yet the man of 
her choice— the being whom she regained ; 
M 2 
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but so fearful was slie of nismg A hope 
merely to destroy it, ttmt she k^pt to ar 
t^MHur of maniieis whicb owid R^tgi veaDy 
cbiai«ical ideas to a loTen Sh^ oould be 
clieeriuU without coquetry — lively^ with- 
out flirtatimi— candid and umeaerved, 
without gjiving Mr. Faulkner leave to sup- 
pose he possessed her coHfideucQ beyond 
any other. 

«''Were she not a Cathgfic^ said hc^ 
(« we mght be haj^y.'' 

•* Were he not a PiioiBfis%A^T/* said 
slie, *\ we might be happy ^'^ 

But e^ch felt reluctan^^^ to t^iuk of what, 
n^igfat jfiqt be. ^ undar, the, in^pfes^on it 
never would be ; avoidiag tb^ s^ of de- 
Ips^on wbicJ], so often eucouiAg^ c^nm 
with it almost certain luui jse^^ece disi^)* 
pcHntp^nt. 

/' 3he !9^iU not cbiEingf^^.bP.AaicU when 
lie fi^und tbf t the sight <^b€^/hiiji nw^Hed*. 
ed; p93S^o^ wh\c3^. had > airi^« ^Tsl tf pt v a nd. 
"^ i^ will not change'' : sh^. i^daioted; 
wfa^ j»he.£;>aful (hat her iltatt-was wi d»t 
same state. 
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: Hkey tried to me^ as finefhdg; 'buteaoh 
i mxm -be^ata to . discofrer that it wa^ an ma- 
-siafe land dfltegerom gxperiideni: to ^ ; 
they parted with regret — they ftavt widi 
' ^leasurer; ^nifieataTOe> detenmniod t6'cir- 
damvBtitrthelpBid&cAie hid onee endured, 
- WM iKitsoDry wtoen the day jGatne whirfi 
brought Sawbridge's gig to the door, bo 
convey: ber to Hetherji^. She foiindthe 
dowager iess iiiip^y, T^. gay, has 'vaiii, 
than when tdiie. teft Ei^iid— ftiU of qde- 
.Tulo09ck)niphnit8 against the w»rld aodber 
: drde of iinends' (visittng acquaintances), 
' 6ir inegleck md tmiissioii of their calls, land 
.tMeiiitioris; ahd iriie waa very glad when 
- Beatrice caine to entertakii hen From the 
dowager ahf ieamed the state of unfaop- 
piness had increased to such dn extent 
between her aoo and Susan^ that she ad- 
vised her to go to London for a thne, 
with Mr. iFilxroy^ sister. Mis.. HaytJen, 
. to ptevent tfaieir proceeding to extremities ; 
nothing ao much DtscoMPoarKp a iiarmily, 
ma the separation of a married pair. 

^ And it waa aa evident to ail who 
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knew theni)'' said the dowago-, ^ that I 
^nrongty advised it mysdf ; and I acted m 
this case» I trust, reasonably and dis- 
creetly." 

Beatrice could have nothii^ ta say to 
this, only venturing to touch on the main 
spring of the sottow between them — ^Wfl- 
liam's unfaithfulness. 

^^ You both surprise and astonish me 
by your remark,** said the dowager, and 
-she rfirf k>ok both — " WilMam has never 
given Susan cause, in one ^ngle instance, 
bne solitary instance, for her conduct; 
but, like most m^i, when he found him- 
self deceived, and that she loved anoth^, 
he was cool ; ske grew angry, he indiffe- 
rent— from one thing they proceeded to 
another.*' 

" *Tis then as I feared," said Beatrice to 
herself 

" And I foresee nodnng but misery ; of 
all the sorrows I have ever known, this is 
the most painful," added the dowager. 

** But surely it admits of redress," ex- 
claimed Beatrice, whose aiduom mind 
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was busied in the wish of uniting again 
this unba)|>py pair — " and I must say, ih 
Susan's defence (though it morally is none), 
that your son first was unfaithful to her; 
he first was cool — he first ceased to love.** 

" He first ceased to love ! — no," exclaim- 
ed the dowager — " there you are bitterly 
mistaken." 

** 1 was there at the time," advanced 
Beatrice gently. 

•* So you might — but you could not 
read their hearts." 

•* At least," said Beatrice again, ** slie is 
wrcHig in going where the man is whom 
she is accused of loving. But I can hard- 
ly believe my sister Susan, who always 
had the highest possible veneration for vir- 
tue, could love another person besides her 
husband — until, indeed, she was driven to 
it firom unkindness. I do not mean to ex- 
cuse her by saying this ; only I hope you 
will admit there has been faults on both 
^des." 

** By IK) means — that is a thing I never 
can admit," said the dowager—-*' your i^s- 
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ti&r hssiHitgcmfi %^ lAXtalm to »mk this 

^ nni^Q^^ . jus ratfa^- gone to f!foid. bwi— 

,^' ^ U pmnbly agvMirant.of.ter ivltedi- 

nwptj; :be..i$ atiU in tb^. oountrjr^ aad I 

djure gay Jwn bfive Beeli -hjoi/.* . 

*• Nq, J haM fvpt;** said B^ffipa 

** Yoa b»ve n^t !— that; is utrftnge top, 
living so near ; but Mr. Faulkner jU——** 

" Mr. Faulkfi^^ m^daQ} T* md Bentrice, 
slightly colouring. 

".YeSji it is he whom I vi^^mtv is be not 
now at Brundale?" 

•* Yes; hat ^ere must b^ «ome mis- 
tak^-Hsome error; Susan nev^r lovad Mr. 
Fwllk»?n How glad: i j m^ ■ . ^ . and 
tears ;spoke the rest-r-^ U w» Mr.Fitzniy 
I feared." 

'' Mr. Fitzroy is William's fHend^ and 
^er iriend; he fa^ jende^vouDed to make 
peaoe .wbere no peace eould be made. I 
wish to see my son happy," 

^* X>o yoa think he would apeak to me 
on the subject," stud Beatrice, ** and not 
thmk m0 :^fcr«siv»?-i4to»e thkigs are of 
« di^Ui^teai)d intr^^ale ,qi»ti»«» and ill can 
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bear the. inye9tigat^kNdL!md call vaising^ of 
p^ple; buttb^itf see^Obs to mewmefttal 

AU the dowager's rqply wa/sr~?* JOo any 
%hwg yw pan to unite tb«rof~WiUiw» 
caiinot be iQpve miserable than he is^** 

That eveiung Beatrice iiectiified a letter 
firom Susmf written in a style quite diffe- 
rent to that she usually enlployed; Iti iras 
wretchedly gay-i^tqucbed. on ^ceflw of 
J^ionable li|fe> . s^enes^ of, domestic ¥fe-r 
drawing a mj^aflcb^y pai^tel betw^eci 
them. She bad alsQ^ with aoo^ aiiUteness 
of diseiBmineat, deQid?d » fanrow <?£ the 
latt^» ' . . 

. ^ur .WiUifMn, y^hfw^ Beatrice k%A not 
^n , sinQ?. ber arriyal in; Eq^aiid/ lOarn? 19 
at the tnom^^t she bad tthe. epistle in her 
h^ody her eyes jvet with teiar^ and quitp 
unnerved for tlie sight of him* 
: , A^ apr^, of. Qverstraine^ pf>l|tepps$, an 
a^e^tatioQ of happb3e$s, attended every 
action. He* was not gloQmy-4nd reservefl, 
as :Kyhen she had seeit hiptx Ia/3t,.bv(( ^e^med 
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rather to be in a kind of state which was 
b Uttemess of feeling he fbught against 
and endured. Beatrice fbnn^ the dowager 
stepped off as s<(on as she ciould, to give 
them an opportunity of that cot^versation 
which it was easy to perceive eadi had 
been advised of> and expected. 
- Beatnce/wHo bad the feireist opening 
for it, without looking at her cousin^ said — 
** This letter is from Susan ; she talks of 
Tetuniing home: when will it be agree- 
■able for you to receive her ?^ 

Williamrat once surprised by this ad- 
dress, at &st did not immediately reply, 
for though he was aware of the reason 
why the dowager left the room,' he had 
not looked fbi^ this appeal; without di- 
rectly replying to it, he said— "My mo- 
ther has toJd me of your wish to converse 
with me on- Susan ; but it is a subject yet 
so painful tcj A l6 ' * * he fbi^ a moment 
hesitated — ** that it creates in me so much 
distress, and——* 

' Beatrite, with something of a joy fill 
surprise, asked hini whether he would an- 
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swer her one question; at th^ siatne time 
interrupting him. He replied, he would. 

" You must first pardon me for asking 
it ; but as 86 much depends on it {my hap- 
piness being united with that of my sister's), 
I trust — 1 hope that will soften what to 
you may seem impertinent and forward in 
me to require. You perhaps still regard 
her — perhaps I may add, still love her." 

Beatrice need not have advanced this, 
for William bore in his countenance the 
emotions passing in his heart; in vain he 
summoned his pride to his aid — his natu- 
ral feeling could not be suppressed — 
and, after a moment's hesitation, he said — 
** Ask the questioii, Beatrice, and I will 
answer if 

She was going so to do, when the door 
was opened, and a stranger was introduced, 
in whose countenance, in whose figure, 
it took not long to discover sufficient 
demonstration it was Fitzroy ! Beatrice 
left the room, only bowing as she passed ; 
ivhilst William extended his hand to greet 
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that of hi3 firiend; but what was his surprise 
to find that of bis friend was withdrawn^ 

" My dear feUpw^ Fit^royT said, he 
jg^nerously — " what does alJ this mew ?** 

"My d^ar fellow, Fi^roy!** repeat^ 
the other, with a sudden inflexion of voic^, 
— *' these are names befitting your friend; 
I am no lon^r so,** 

WiHiami at once astonished, demanded 
an ei^planatiop, which Fitzroy no longer 
hiejsitated to give, and as he laid aside his 
hat and coat, his friend. saw the ravages of 
illness in his countenance, and the stamp 
of despair in his wprds. 

** Promise," he exclaimed, turning his 
eyes full on William, ** that you will at 
least hear me with patience — condemn me 
as you please, and revile me as you may. 
1 came to speak my heart to you. You 
have a wi% young and beautiful^— you 
are living miserable and. lonely. I can 
point put io you the wretch who has blast- 
ed yoiir field of promise, who with sun? 
and fatal hand has parted you, from her,: 
who has done more than this — had the 
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of yours in view ; ^ yow b9n<^ur U>q-^ 
fags perh^pAsttUM thaf, beyond ike power 
<if repwation or '' 

** Avd who is this viUain?'' exdaioaed 
WiUiam» in sudden and veheoienlt frenzy, 
sikwthig^ hk cbair, ftnd prooeeding ^ 
rn^tly opposite to his Mend, 

'* Hear roe vntb patica^ce," md Fitaroy, 
€ahnly» yet still standing; '' hear me; and 
you may repay him aJL" 

" Repay him all! — ^hearyo^ OAHkH/VF 
said the agonized husband, in the power of 
faia mge : '' let him restore me my bppour ; 
l^ JbiAi give me \mk iwy wifip^^my pewe 
of flpind-^my hsppines?, jyiUTrri^it'-'^ 

" J3o w>t gw^! exel«a»o4 tb* fKwd, 
*in a km yet dj^tiiwt im^; •* tbip >vretch, 
who seduced yow wjlia away, is, rtipaid ; 
the bPiH>ivr he bitted, Ji«3 bpen puni^bod 
.with the entirei dewoUtMHi/of his own^; 
;tb# bflppineps be hrok^^the peaeeof n^ind 
he shattered, is come home to bim in DJSJif 
and TEBBiBLE vengeance to his own bo- 
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som. Your wifis — ^you — aU may revflfe— 
for you have been deceived,*' 

** And where is this being — ^this man?" 
said William, with a voice which was 
touched by the romantic one of his friend, 
•• who, if he falls in my path, may justly 
^readmyangar and bn^en peace? Where 
is he? that, if I meet him, I may punish 
him with my vengeraoe?** — and his tone 
was loud and angry — ^ Where is he,I say ?^ 

•* Where is he T swd Fitzroy, raising his 
voice, "heeeT 

** Does not Mr. Rtzroy stay supper?" 
said the dowager, after William entered 
the drawing-room; ^ did he come from 
town this evaiing? Beatrice tdls me he 
looks very ilL How did he leave Susan ?* 

•• Mr. Fitzroy is goner said William ; 
and so much did the manner in which he 
spoke those words tend to damp her lady- 
ship's curiosity, that ^he dared not hazard 
another word. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



It was two days jrfter this, that sir Wil- 
liam, without any previous conference with 
the dowager and Beatrice, sent off for Mr. 
and Mrs. Wycherly in his own carriage, 
ordering dinner to be ready at five o'clock, 
an hour later than usual ; wrote a short and 
formal note to Mr. Wycherly, requesting 
his company to dine, wantmg to see both 
him and his lady on particular business. 

As Mr. Wyeherly's foot was better, and 
the fates decreed that Mrs. Wycherly 
"^should have a crape cap, which she had no 
objection to shew, though surprised at the 
lateness of tlie invitaltion, and the sending 
the dhmiM,-6he detenriiiied to go. Conse- 
queritly, ^t eleven o*dock, she and her hus- 
band stepped into the carriage, and, with- 
out delay, set off for Hethering. 

They met Mr! Faulkner on the confines^ 
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of the village, who was rather surprised at 
the suddenness of their going, and, like 
themselves, was somewhat astonished also 

at the latenessof iht Hmtation. He how- 

« 

ever rode off^ wishing them a pleasant 
journey. 

When arrived at Hetberiqg^ there was 
lie. air of pleasant bustle, no joyful looks: 
the dow^ge^ was courtoous, but at the 
same time sententious and melancholy; 
Beaitri^e wa&di^tressed iand ff^Lve ; William 
was.^aveal^, yet appeared to be strug* 
gUog against some evil, and endeavouring 
to be cbeerfiiL 

They j?Qetas^hBbest<^ friends; bu|;tbafe 
seemed an aw;kward restraint on all, which 
it wa^ impossible ^p )ay 9sy)e or do aw^.y-, 
and no reason was giveq by the bo9t ^ 
the baite in wbi<?h be bad sent for. Mr. and 
J^ifs. Wycherly ; be apiieiM^ M if ftwfirf, 
i^nijl dreading an inye^tlgtitipn, md aftonee 
(by his abstraoticMn imA ^bsenoej dvrii^ the 
time which elapsed befwe dinner) gave 
evident proofs that soqoetbing was on hv 
flf^f^d, which ^]^^[iec](^ <bvj^ otbw idea ; 
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nor wasi this to.i»yrondmeA at; wben the 

loalus^ of tli^fle feeliogs were toiwrBu 

The^ Wj99 (pome difficulty mad6 aboift 
ta1»iig.tb& hMd ^tbei^Uew.hfitween hidjr 

, JSic^t :asid Bcataiqe-^neitber/sMniel iiadm- 
ed; ;a«d WiUidtaGU i<^^ till Xiitii bad> fiM* 

>i5emed eveiy Jeatore tmitBom^ heeaoie 
su<^nly a^tated^ and begged ins mofcber 
not ix> he any ioiiger 061*6111001008, adding, 
at the s^one^time, with a vi»tT mebDcfaofy 

-oir^^'* I faopie sooa tohavie Jsoomeioiie Jto£U 

.th>tplac3e.'^ 

« Oh hoi* thought Mr. Wydieriy, ^ he 
wishes far a liivooee %"* but of eoime nothhig 
maM saidt and. dinner pasaed off tolei»Uy 
weU-t^or females pemiUaiiyi shine in that 
inj^ittoos turn of ^oD^veraation nrhiobJs 
alike amusing to the mind without engag- 
ing its foree^^Mxnversalion to whidi it is 
i»> trouble to iiaten. 

When the Indies left the gentlemen^ 
Mrs. Wyeherly naturally guessed the sul^ 
ject of their oonT«rsati(m would be, tine re- 
cent and eyerwfatvfae regretted unhapfuness 
between sir WiUi«n and his wife; dor 
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was she mistaken* The dowager, with a 
view of amusing Mrs. Wydierly, led her 
into the hot^house, the green4iouse, the 
gard^i, the shrubberies; and Beatrice^ as 
she followed with a pang of sincere regret, 
ODuld not help thinking how sad a thing 
it was there should be all the et ccetera 
of happiness without its real existence. 

There was one little place which peculi- 
arly rtrudc her, when she entered, as being 
the haunt of Susan, before she was so ai- 
tirely an alien to her husband's love; it 
was a grotto, furnished as a study. Thoe 
were books, writing materials^ some muac, 
an organ, and a piano. The walls Susan 
had herself ornamented with shell-work 
and paintings ; some of those were evident- 
ly by a masterly hand, and, on looking at 
the backs df them, there ¥ras the name 
'* Fttzrojf' on them, which created in Bea- 
trice no surprise whatever. This grotto 
(or rather, we might have said, saloon) was 
irequently used as a room for the receival 
of company, but had never been used for 
that purpose since Susan had been in town. 
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Mrs. Wycberiy saw what Beatrice was 
suffering, and, as quickly as she could/ left 
the grotto, which joined the drawing-room, 
saying to the dowager — ** I am now moi^ 
than ever convinced mcHiey does not con- 
stitute happiness." 

^' I don't really see the attudcm,*" said the 
dowt^r, drawing up. 

" Why, I mean to say, there is every 
thing charming here, and this young pair 
are not happy," said Mrs. Wycheriy. 

•• They wanted nothing but " virtue^ 
the dowager was going to add, but a senti- 
ment of pity made her hesitate, and at last 
finally determine not to say it ; it was well 
she did not, for it spared her, at sonle 
future hour, the remembrance of hav- 
ing wounded her sister-in-law's feelings; 
and with a condescending dr she sidd-*— 
'* Come, Beatrice, let us have some music, 
and then we will have tea ; the gentlemei 
will have no objection to join us I am suse." 
With these words she closed the drawing- 
room door, and sat down by the fire, push- 
ing a footstool to Mrs. Wycherly, which 
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the ^i/UktetHA MOothvMm. ww hit daagb- 

Mn. Wycberly oouM ti0t porceiTe Sn- 
mb'8 picture atiy wbene, and on appealii^ 
.|i^ hidy Hok, ^ foood it wm icsnoYed 
out of the drawing-ro6m infx» an apaiit- 
ibeiil; seldom, wed;, this ttos; another liad 
sjrmptom. She saw alsp» when any allu- 
jflM was made to her, .her ladyshi|> smiled 
.anpveiliously, and ventured no kind of re- 
ply. Beatrice^ toa, instead of vindkntiiig 
.finaan, was-^ikiit and Te&erviBd« 
.! i.Wttfa ii.Uttle murie and conversation 
;tliey WBatimsed out the time till tliey were 
. jmed by sir Wtllium and Mr. Wyeh^ly; 
then canie tlea, and silience; for no one was 
indined to oonvenie, until tbe roam was 
deaited of the equipage, and the servants 
-gene; then drawing their cfanirs j'ound tiie 
.fire, they made a small drde^^we widi we 
iiOMiid baiine added hietppy-*^biit (^ere was 
one wanted to cpnffdete i% who, alas! was 
Dot, there, to spread joy or gladness by her 
-|h«aeno& 
i^ We ar« ail friends and rehitioiiBiiere," 
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said sir William, with some embarrassment 
of maBfier, whidi was not altogether to be 
wondered at; " I shall therefore now tell 
you, candidly, why I summoned my father- 
in-ialr, itiFough bad roads and so much per^* 
{dexity, to attend me. 

•*.! love my wife dearly-^ — -*' • 

The dowager sfanigged up her shoulders' 
and looked to the grotto door^ which was 
ajar, interrupting her son at a most impor-* 
tant mbmeiit He stopped^^--and Beatrice 
closed the door. 

*!* I always loved her; and never, even ' 
in thought, from my boyhood, thought of 
any one else. As to. brfng unfaithful to^ 
her, 1 would sooner have perished !" 

Lady Holt shrugged up her shoulders;' 
for the door was open again, and sir Wil- 
liam again interrupted. Beatrice closed it ' 
once more. 

^ That door,?' said Mrs. Wycherfy, '• is^ 
very troublesome; -' s6(Ei that it ^tehe^* 
Beatrice, tA«^ tlme."^, 

B(Batric« ob^ed» atid once ttiore sir Wil' ' 
Itdtotraif on-^' My t^Mb hWhie^nCdtiteivu^ 
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ed— «> have I — so have we all ; Fltzroy is 
a wretch ; but, God knows, the love I bear 
Susan is '' 

** That doOT offiin r exdaimed the dow- 
^gv» with some aspaity; and Beatrice 
again rose to dose it, and she would have 
done so, had not it been pushed open 
wider, and the being of whom sir William 
was q»eaking rushed through it, and fell 
into his arms ! 

It was a moment of surprise,, delightful 
surprise, to all. The dowager, with much 
real pleasure, condescended to salute and 
onbraoe Susan ; and we need not add how 
Beatrice's generous spirit exulted in a pro- 
spect of the reconciliation of two perscms 
who were formed foir each other. 

Mr. and Mrs. Wycherly, astonished and 
amazed, could only conjecture how this, 
happy change had been effected, for no 
elucidation had taken place, and the dow- 
ager knew her son too well not to imagine 
he would sacrifice any thing for his ho- 
nour'^ ^e^ and readily guessed that some 
di^cpveiy. had been made by Fitzroy, at- 
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tended with circumstances of a happy na- 
ture, which led to the reunicHi of him and 
his wife, 

Susan, a little calmed, was prevailed on 
to take some refreshment; but her heart 
livas too full, her mind too much agitated, 
to permit much time to be passed in the 
unromantic science of eating ; she therefore 
drew her chair into the little circle, and, 
with her hand in her husband's, entreated 
him to explain to the wondering party 
those incidents which had again led her to 
a happy home. 

There indeed was a group of happy 
faces; and when sir William could com- 
pose himself sufficiently to be rational, he 
rdated, in as few words as he could, the 
following tale : — 

" You are none of you ignorant when 
Fitzroy came to stay at my house; he 
seemed a man of good heart and penetra- 
tive understanding, and so I thought he 
was; I Was aware he was studious and 
grave, slow to form opinions, and still slow- 
er to express them« One coming I met 
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btm hf dianoe in the garden^ be was on* 
usually grav^ and when I inquired tfae^ 
reason, he gave me one which was vague 
and unsatis&ctory. I jested him on being 
in love ; he directly repHed, with great ve- 
hemence, and a voice calculated to excite 
curiosity — ' Thank God, I am not tike 

you— MARHrBD !' 

" He would have left me, but his coun* 
tenance underwent so many changes^ I 
would not release his arm. 

* All women are deceitful,' he exdaimed 

* No, no,' I replied, * not all; my w^ia 
an exception — ^is she not ?* 

•• He refused to assent to this, and I left 
hi«n ; at dinner he was as usual. 

*• A few days afterwards he asked me 
whether I would ride to his bouses which 
was- building'; I had M) oli^tioii, and we 
went. Ot^ our retuim home^ he a^n in« 
tPdd'^i^ ihe subject of wom^ being de- 
crifefbl, and ^added-!-** I hiite to see ray own 
sbit imposied on ; amdt wi^f the ruling pas- 
sioivof^ the dtber se)s is mibifioti; I have 
ai» ihi^d^of if b^^e my eyes— I mean. 
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very near me : I beg pardon, I don*t know 
what. I aay/ 

** It was impossible for me to know bis 
confusion was pretended, it was so natural. 
I felt alarmed, and said — * Explain your- 
self; what do you mean ? — who is it you 
allude to?' 

* Promise me,* he said, * you will never 
reveal, I have it in my power to tell you, 
from undeniable authority but the per- 
son to whom it relates must never know/ 

" I promised. He told me it was my 
wife. I then vehemently demanded him 
to prove it — to enter into what he hinted 
-—for my suspense was beyond endurance. 

* Did you never perceive,' said he, * you 
were not the man of her choice, and that 
she married you from motives of ambition ?• 

* I never suspected it,' I answered; * but 
who is the man she does regard ?' 

' A man who is perfectly ignorant of her 
passion for him — Mr. Faulkner!' 

'' I was surprised, and incredulous. I 
tried to fancy I saw reluctance in her man- 

V0L.1V. N 
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Iter when I led her to the altar; I tried to 
think the grave, cool Fitzroy spoke truth; 
I tried to think she had been dc^ient in 
point of Infection, and as he bad t<^d me 
it could not in nature be mpposed that she 
ahoold long veil ber real sentiments from 
me, I was taught to expect that coolness 
which subsequently foUo^ved," 

^ But,** exdaimed Susans ^ith great 
eagerness^ atteefiptii^ tO: speaks ^ I am 
sure ** 

<« Let me tell my tale first,'' »id afar Wit 
Uam, smiling, "* and then yoa shall tell 
yours. 

^ I had promised not to reveal what 
Fitzroy had told me; y^ I confess, when 
I saw Susan so oold» so half indignaDt, so 
contemptuous as I thin tboaght, I imagin- 
ed I must upbraid her; but my pride and 
my heart revidted against it, and I was 
oUiged to sobdoe myself to gloomy d- 
vility. I could not treat her ii4th oonfi- 
denoe, for I conjeetured she had no love 
for me, and that it was amlntimi akme 
which prompted the marriage at alL 
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^ Fitzroy one day asked me if he was 
not right ?*^* God forbid,' said he, ' I should 
make ifissenskm between man and wife, but 
•jrou forced me to tell you, you know. I 
cb liot the least wonder you feel as you do, 
I should much wcwider if you did not ; but 
yotx must endeavour to seek pleasures apart 
from your wife/ 

'* I cMd not then know this man, or I 

shmiM have seen through his words. Some 

time passed thus, when I found Susan no 

lon^r seemed unhappy-^^ had probably 

fooflld other pleasures~-and asked my ad- 

vke^xMi gdng to London. I was indifiS^. 

i«ht: she pressed her suit, as it was to 

MnL Hayden, Fitzroy's sister. I gave her 

money,. and we separated. 

^ *• Thr^e days since, in the evening, Fitzroy 

' i^rMmt^d himself before me ; he was^, and is, 

-eiridemtiy ifl a deep decline:*— And now, my 

^^^arwife^youmustpreparetoh^rwhatmay 

give you some uneasiness ; but remember 

We are before friends, who can judge from 

:what motivea and feelings ^ou acted, and 
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are willing to put the best possible oon« 
struction on your error. It wets a peril to 
you, that you should make a confidant of 
a young and handsome man ;'' (Susan co- 
loured deeply, and was silent) " yet I am 

" so convinced of the virtue and purity of 
your mind, and the delusion which you 
laboured under, that though I credit Fitz- 
roy*s statement, I believe you to be the 
same ipnocent Susan I married. — He told 
n^e it required his greatest arts to subdue 
you to think ill of me ; that he paved the 
way, by hints and insinuations, to fully 
acquaint you with my infidelity and un- 
faithfulness — that he almost feared, in the 
anguish of your mind, you would upbraid 
me, but that he reasoned with you and 
told you, you would sacrifice aU chance of 
a reunion, if you did employ such means to 
regain me — that it were far better to as- 

. same a coldness, independent of contempt, 
towards me. He then entered into evay 
.circumstance minutely: he told me he 
jox^e made Beatrice a winder for her silk of 
a part of a letter, wfaidi he wrote purposely 
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to be seen ! and that your very innocence, 
and unsuspecting character, gave him the 
better chance of succeeding. He first pro-^ 
posed your going to town ; he persuaded 
you that he entreated me to go, (this was 
entirely false,) and he saw his schemes 
gradually ripen — ^gradually approach to the 
consummation. But when the time really 
came, when he paused to reflect, he, for 
the first time in his life, felt repugnance to 
carry his plans into execution ; the prey he 
thought was easy to be won, he told me, 
for he observed in you a greater love for 
&shion, and less regard to me. He en- 
deavoured to stimulate you to revenge^ 
which, for a short time, you seemed to 
adopt, and then abolished as unworthy of 
you. But you loved virtue : he loved you. 
He says he often felt inclined to throw 
himself at your feet and declare his passion, 
but DARED not. For I speak it here, and 
hope it is a truth universally acknowledg- 
ed and known, that there is an awe in vir- 
tue and conscious innocence, which will 
make the deceitful tremble. — When he re- 
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fleeted on wbad hQ had done^ and on tbe 
indispo$itjk>p which he wa^ tc^ tbi:eateii- 
ed his life, he began to hesitate — (o hi 
seized with . a lingering desire to repair 
what he had caused. Your unhappy state 
— ^your failing health, all conspire4 to 
hasten that conf^sicm which has brought 
us together, and it was for the purpose <rf 
restoring peace to both of us, which brought 
him from London three ^ays ago ; and yes*- 
terday he took his leave of England, I 
should think, from his disease, never to re- 
turn," ' 

The dowager lowered her gravity; 4n4 
Susan, \vith true aqd genuine afifectioDj 
looking on ,the circle, said—.** My jtele is 
short; nevertheless I must entqr into it 
before we part, that all parties mi^ be sa* 
tisfied. All theforijner part of mine is but 
a prototype of my husband's ; I shall there- 
fore only say, that Fitzroy appeared so 
strongly my friend, that though warned 
by that lady there," (pointing to Beatrice,) 
** I made him my confidant— a plan I hope 
no woman will ever peril hers^ in dcnng ; 
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he advised me to seek ik> oHiverse with 
my ^husband OB bis supposed infidelit^^ 
but to^endeayouv'toforget bis misconduct ; 
yet at the aame time hinting,. ^ there was 
once a lady at Fantkf, whom Willi^wn 
|»^efi$rred to me before our jxmnagier-tl 
must'tendeavoiir to have other fields of 
amusement independent of him/ 

*^ He then recapitulated things which 
nev^existeds' and called on me to revenge 
myself.-^* How shall I revmige myself?' I 
asked. He was silent He then infprqfir 
ed me, Mr. John Flegge, with whom he 
wastiptima^, opce tdd him my h;usbw4 
loved a {{rictty Quabjeress ; but that he did 
not ^v6 credence to, well knowing, from 
good^m^thority,'* his heart was elsewhere/ 
I wa» very miserable 4 my : husband did 
not seek my -society, and I npw feel con- 
scious^ with the adviser he bdd^ timt no 
wonder ^^ ke excited that be preferred 
beijig alooie, vor ifi the company of neigh- 
bouring gentlemen. 

^' Fitar<)(f has jcknowlqd^^ he ¥9shed 
me to aeewy busbwd ^t^otLted^ ^d 
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this be took care I should do several times ; 
though I confess the account he gave me 
of his conduct was most depraved, yet 
the love I bear to him made me seek for 
excuses, till my patience was exhausted. 
His agonies, and his feelings of remorse 
are beyond the power of description ; and 
I hope sincerely that the man who has 
erred as he has done, may as sincerely and 
truly repent; and, above all, I trust no 
woman will try the experiment 1 have, in 
giving my confidence to a young man, 
who was every way unqualified for the 
task of adviser. In cases like this, let a 
woman select some elderly female, in whose 
prudence she can confide — ^in whose un- 
biassed judgment she can have implicit 
faith ; and surely, in abiding by her coun- 
sels, no danger can accrue — ^for few men 
pause as Fitzroy has done ; therefore my 
weakness and my sorrow must plead my 
only excuse, and that I throw at my hus- 
band's feet." 

•* It strikes me,** said sir William, ** that 
Beatrice is yet in ignorance, respecting the 
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loss of the Halverfield estate, and I fancy 
she experienced no pleasing sensations, 
when she was driven there to find we were 
gone. As we are all elucidating, I shall 
only tell her, the lady at Pantley whom 
Miss Flegge and my mother passed severe 
judgment on, is now a resident at Halver- 
field with her husband, to whom she was, 
when at Pantley, clandestinely married. 
This accounts for her embarrassment and 
secrecy. 

" Chance revealed to my father the 
family-deeds of that estate, by which he 
regained a right to it, it having been un- 
wittingly purchased by the father of cap- 
tain English, in whose hands it now is.-— 
Beatrice, I know you have not forgotten 
an old Quaker, who, when you were at 
our grandmother Holt's, had some con- 
versation with my father in the park. He 
endeavoured to prevent my father's re* 
sumption of right, and told him the extre* 
mity of law is not always the judgment of 
equity. English and my father went to 
n3 
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law-~I endeavoured to pretent i^ foresee- 
ing the cairee would ruili Snglisb, and 
Mast my father's character; but in vaiiw 
The estate became our^ and captain Eng- 
lish, with his young wife, wep^ left totally 
destitute, excqit what his pay afibrded. 

'' I once 8«it a letter to Mrs. Englisht 
enclosing a note of valuer through the 
Quakes daughter, who m^s ^lier fneai, 
and knew her place of residence. I twice 
visited her at Pantley, and gave her two 
rings, for I had just spent all my money 
on a charger. I escaped from &a ball- 
room, when my father was, high sheriff, to 
see her for the last tkrie befi»ne sh^ went .to 
Londcm. See hoiv I unrav^el mystet^es. , 

** What I felt the day I took po»»essicsi 
of the estate, I can never describe ; and 
for a thousand guine&s I would not go 
through the ^ame again ; uid I secretly re- 
solved, that should I ever have it in iqy 
power, I would giVe it ba^ to Eojg^b 
again. I have done this^ aind retrieved 
my own diaracter; and now I hope yo9 
cease to wonder I was silent on pcunts 
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where my honour was concerned. My 
dear mother, I know, had her suspicions^ 
when she could not get me to Bath ; but 
the Englishes were there, and I could not 
bear to meet them; and I fancy she did 
sometimes suspect me, when she saw let- 
ters in a female hand ; but, be assured, Su^ 
san, you were my first love, and I hope 1 
shall ever continue to have the same affec- 
tion for you I possess at this moment** 

Sapper, not very sentimentally, stopped 
this speech, and broke up the happy^ pircle. 
Sir William gsdlantly led hi;s lady to the 
top of thetaUe, and then jasked the dowr 
ager aod Beatrice, if they were lik^y to 
dispute, adding,, lit .the;^met.tin)e-r-'' You 
see I C9n k^p.a secret; for I knew my 
wife wfus in the hou^e, thcHigh I did nc^ 
hear the chaise come, and I kept my couo- 
teaance too; now I hope we sh^l be. hap- 
py ; so let us begin ^upppr." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



** That kamaii resolves are weak, every day proves ; and 
tlmt human judgment is fallible, is nearly as common a 
truth, and needs not the chilling scrutiny of if\etaphysics 
to elucidate. "^ 

If we have hastened over some parts of 
our narrative, we felt that as we had wound 
up some parts in mystery, when once we 
began to unravel, it was like the untwist- 
ing of a wheel-machine — rapid and swift ; 
and we are also aware that there is a pe- 
culiar erfeis in a book, as in life, which re- 
quires to be taken at the instant, or its 
happiness is lost. 

The heroine of our tale, last though not 
least, must, for a short time, tread the 
stage ere the curtain falls, for we owe her 
some acknowledgment, and will not by 
any means neglect her in our memoir ; it 
were ungrateful for us so to do — therefore. 
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as Foscoletti says in the dagger-scene— 

" BraTO ! TO THE POINT T 

A year had elapsed since ** peace had 
been restored" to the mansion at Hethier- 
ing. Beatrice was the same kind, atten- 
tive daughter she had ever been — and well 
was it for her she was so, as a perseverance 
in good conduct and filial love, endeared 
her more and more to the parents who felt 
she was a treasure ; it tended even to sub- 
due the regret, which one time had ho- 
vered in her mother's mind relative to her 
faith. She began to think she could not 
part with her ; so necessary was she to her 
happiness — so obliging did she make her- 
self — blind to the faults of others, whilst 
she could readily scan her own — framing 
excuses for the faulty, and looking with an 
eye of lenity on their errors. 

But her religion. — " It is not possible I 
can ever marry a Catholic,** said Mr. 
Faulkner, who was still single, and report 
said for her sake — " I must forget her, for 
I clearly perceive she will never change; 
and yet it seetns to me she shuns to cow- 
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van? OD ber faith; thb looks Ukeweak* 
ness, and doubt in its strength ;" and be 
resolved, wh&i next he sawher, he would 
touch on that sacred subject ; but an ind^ 
d^t ocQurredf which preveated that re- 
solve being put into practice. 

As the families lived within a short dis* 
tance of each other, it was by no meaiM 
furprising that the occurrences of each 
should be known and canvassed. Mr. 
Faulkner did not ride out, but he was 
obliged to pass Brundale Hall ; and Mrs. 
Wycherly could not walk, but she m^ 
stop to admire some of his taste displayed 
in his grounds, always prderring the patijs 
which led through his domain to ao/ 
other; and his housekeeper, a woman of 
great curiosity^ never &iled to say wb€0 
these circumstances took place; and as she 
wais one d^y deaning some curious jais as 
be chiaiced.to pass, he stopped to look at 
one^ whioh had the armorial bearing of tte 
iiuqily burned on it^ md^ for cmcein her life 
ventured to^U him tb^ nm9* He seed* 
ed a|;.#]S||miams€90U3 she was sp^aldogi 
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ukd was epnsideriDg within himself whe- 
ther it would, not be uniform to place the 
jars in his (ln^wii)g-4:popi, in preference to 
the dining-ropw, when an indistinct mein^ 
taqn of Beatrice—** Miss Wycherl/s mar^ 
riage"* — aroused him» 

" Who ?" said he, yet striving to con- 
trol his surprise and dismay. 

** Miss Wycherly, sir, is to be married 
to Mr, Archer, a young clergyman, sir.'' 
^ " Oh !" and he made shift to say •* that 
is all, is it ?" and walked off, forgetful of 
the jars — forgetful of every thing respect- 
ing armorial bearings, mottoes, and uni- 
form, altogether. 

His horse was at the door for his morn- 
ing ride ; but he gave orders it might be 
taken back to the stable again, pre- 
ferring a walk, and, strange to say^ took 
the path leading to Brundale without any 
delay, at the same^ time revolving in his 
mind what he had heard, and judging of 
it9 merit to truth by the consistency its 
aspect wore — ^r. Arch^i"^ a dergyinan, a 
young man remarkable for the strictness 
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of his Opinions and halnts^ going to unite 
himself to a woman who professed a dif- 
ferent faith. He knew him, having met 
him more than once at the Wyeherly s ; and 
during his first engagement with Beatrice, 
he had had an opportunity of personal 
friendship with him. No other objection 
could possibly be raised to the union, but 
the very ostensible one — of difference of 
religiori. 

He was agitated with thought, when ft 
step coming quickly behind him, made 
him raise his head, turn, and discover the 
being of whom he was thinking close at 
his heels, with sl pleased countenance, and 
a manner more than usually familiar and 
gay, and in her countenance and delighted 
features, he foresaw a confirmation of his 
worst fears. He prevailed on himself to 
treat her with the same degree of pleasure 
she greeted him with, «nd to add, in a tone 
a little too hurried to be quite calm — 
*' Mr. Archer is going to be married — so I 
hear: may I believe the report? I look 
iipon you at least to know.'^ 
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** Oh yes T said the delighted girl, " he 
is — I confirm it, and with the sincerest 
pleasure.** 

** So I see,** exclaimed Mr. Faulkner, 
gravely ; " he is truly deserving an ami- 
able wife, and I wish him every happiness. 
I may attribute to that event some of the 
joy so visible in your features?** 

Beatrice*s blushes answered for her. 

^* But how is it that he has prevailed on 
a point, where so many and so much has 
failed ?" inquired Mr. Faulkner. 

" Love,'* exclaimed Beatrice, covered 
with blushes, " I never yet heard was de- 
ficient in power; undoubtetUy — nay I am 
certain, it was his regard, his affection, 
which has subdued, and done away all un- 
reasonable demur — there is nothing to 
prevent— —But I may not dilate on this, 
as I am in haste to see a poor creature here 
just by. Good bye !** 

" Farewell !'* said Mr. Faulkner, stop- 
ping and looking after her; and the next 
evening found him in London. 

A man in love (be he ever so sensit 
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is equally subject to inconsistency and 
rashness, as he is to the force of that love; 
for had Mr. Faulkner been calm and con- 
siderate, he would never have rushed to 
town, and thereby given all Brundale leave 
to animadvert on his abrupt departure 
having accepted no less than four invita- 
tions for the ensuing week. Mrs. Wy- 
cherly thought he was gone on business, 

and readily excused him; Mrs. G 

gave him oredit for being mad ; and Mrs. 

B generously thought him a young 

man> whose mind was too polite tp assimi- 
late to any thing like ne^ect, and there- 
fore awaited bis doming bs^ck-with true 
diristi&nJBie p^tienee tb explain aU. 

It was indeed Mr. Arch^who, l^ the 
pure and simple method^ ocwividtioa, had 
won Beatiifyi to his own Mtk Chance 
bad thrown them togetber at Hethering 
during the year gone by i and, uns^ided hf 
books of itoritroversy.— unaided /by any 
thing but fab owii weU-iQfortxied.and reli- 
gious-instruetedooodnd, he had prevailed on 
her to listen to hidi,-and fiivally adopt the 
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Protestant faith. He convinced her that 
her zeal had blinded her — her enthusiasm 
misled her — and even brought her to ac- 
knowledge it was really so, and that there 
were times when she felt even unhappy in 
the mystical faith which she had abandon- 
ed. She had full tlDae to reflect on his 
words, and with joy enahraced the religion^ 
which till then had never- been but par-» 
tially revealed to her; and with this 
joy, there was not mingled one eardily 
thought-r-^ne sentiqfient, which she wouh^ 
not freely have .subjctiitte^ tO humap pe-r 
netration. The deMght h.er parents exp^ 
rienced in the change was great ; but that 
of Mr. Archer was :more powerful and.arr 
dent ; and Beatcice.iierself felt happier than 
she had ever been in her life. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



Mr. Faulkner bad reached town the very- 
evening his sister, Mrs. Harvey, had 
thought proper to give a ball ; and what 
she considered still more fortunate, made- 
moiselle Nantz (whom he had once been 
heard to say he " liked next to Beatrice) 
was to be there. He anticipated some- 
thing grand ; for, before he was aware, he 
found himself in an illuminated hall-r-ser- 
vants hurrying in all directions — Mrs. 
Harvey dressing, and scarcely able, amid 
the duties of the toilet, to come down to 
speak to him; however, whilst he was re- 
freshing himself, in high spirits, in superb 
^ress, she hastened in, asking him what in 
the name of fortune could bring him to 
town in such haste ? Without waiting for 
a reply, her thoughts reverting to her ball, 
she said—" Mademoiselle Nantz is here 
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^..^nademoiselle Nantz, whom you thcnight 
so handsome — played so well, you know." 

" Ah, I remember," he replied, carelessly. 

" Well," continued Mrs. Harvey, " and 
how are the Barkers, and the Carters ? and, 
above all, your old love — ^your obstinate 
love — Beatrice ?" 

" She is well, and going to be married." 

Mrs. Harvey immediately conjectured 
from her brother's countenance, that 
drove him to town, and was wise enough, 
in pity to his feelings, to drop the sul^ect, 
only telling him she was glad be was come, 
and hoped he would stay some time ; above 
aU, cautioned him against mademoiselle 
Nantz, for it is the very best way in the 
world (so obstinate is love) to warn a per- 
son against it, when you wish them to fall 
into it. 

Whoever (but our hero) on such a gala 
night, could hear a fine band in full swells 
and not wish to be in the quadrille? H^ 
to please his sister, dressed himself, and 
was hastening to join the ** gay throng," 
when, as she was altering her feathers in 
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Me jof tbe antirooms^ she saw him passing 
by. 

" Come here," said die, " I want your 
opinionr on my dress— is it not very ele- 
gant? Harvey reviles it; Mid has been 
koghing at me, calling me Colambine; 
but these plaids are all the rage-— imd 
these feathers too are truly Highkhd. I 
know mademoiselle Nantz will be in full 
eMtome ; don't think to siee her so hand- 
some as «he once wasi. But my dress— 
what do you think of it?** 

^Only that it is too gay," said Mr. 
Faolkner, observing ds he spoke that his 
sistar was unusually in spirits, atid pecu- 
liarly so, c6nsidering tiile loUg illness she 
4iad had. 

** WeD, and I bear the wear and tearctf 
fashion well. My dear friend, mademoi- 
selle Nantz (who nursed me so^ long), tells 
Ine a cbuntry Ufb is best; ishe loves the 
ODuntfy, atid I ti^U het she must marry 
^nd Mve there. But here I am keeping 
you, when you jnight just as well be 
dbmcing.** 
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OpeniAg tlie saloon door, Mr. Faulkner 
soon found himself amongst a large and 
brilliant party, who were busied in form- 
ing quadrilles. Not having a violent pas- 
sion for dancing, he sat down beside a 
group of ladies, and entered into conver- 
sation with them oh the subject of High- 
land plumes and tartan silk^, which he 
observed tverfe the reigning fashion of the 
night. 

Mr. Faulkner, since he had for a cer- 
tainty lost Beatrice, wisely endeavoured 
t<> cheer his mind by harmless gaiety; he 
was too fatigued to enjoy a quadrille, yet 
be was far from being averse to conver- 
sation. 

" Who, but my brother,'' said Mrs. 
Harvey, *'wotild be sitting stilly when that 
sweet quadrille is dancing? — Mademoi- 
selle Nantz, do go and speak to him — 
you have not seen him these two years.** 

Hearing this request, a beautiful girl, 
plainly dtessed in white satin, r6se, and 
With something of bashful timidity prb^ 
ceeded to the giN>up wbei^ he was AU 
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t^ng, and pres^ited him with a myrtle 
sprig Mrs. Harvey had commissioned her 
to give him. 

^ Mademoiselle Nantz, I am sure," said 
Mr. Faulkner, with an expression of sur- 
prise and amazement at the extreme love- 
liness of her person, and the great improve- 
ment two years had made in her appear- 
ance. She bowed, smiled, and was going 
to return to Mrs. Harvey, when he arose, 
and entered into conversation with her on 
the events which had passed since they 
last met, entreated her to favour him with 
her hand for the next dance, exclaiming 
at the same time — " I did not think any 
thing could have tempted. me to dance; 
indeed I had made a resolution not to do 
so— so much for man's resolutions!" 

Mademoiselle Nantz smiled again, and 
felt what she looked — ^gratified and pleas- 
ed. Mr. Faulkner saw she was so, and he 
did not feel angry that her eyes were 
lighted up with intelligent delight The 
quadrilles fixed on were those of Les 
Landers. From her earliest youth, ma- 
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demoiselle Nantz had cultivated her taste 
for dancing ; and it chanced she particular- 
ly excelled in those proposed. She had 
all that fairy-like motiQn, and dasticity of 
figure, which we are constrained to ad- 
mure ; yet with it was joined none of that 
operatic exhibition which is disgusting 
and unfeminine. Mr. Faulkner^ under the 
gukiance of so fidi* a partner, found him- 
self insensibly mingle in the quadrilles 
with spirit, and regretted when they were 
over, and mademoiselle Nantz claimed by 
another partner. As she was going up the 
noom, be observed she had none of that 
pride so often attendant on heiresses, or peo- 
ple who unwisely ima^e fortune is tocarry 
the day against every othier consideration ; 
she was gentle and modest, without fool- 
ish <Hr awkward bashfulness— cheerful with- 
out levity ; she Imd all the elegance of a 
fiishionaiUe woman, but none of fashion's 
affectation. She had, besides all this, an 
CKtieme fine figure, and all that intelligence 
beauty bestows, set off by plain and ju- 
V.OL. rv. o 
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didious armxg^jmnt dtd^ressrr^ dfessLxnare 
than usuaUy 0ctit|deiioiisly n^t^ fkAn-tbe 
variegated oostumenDf ^thd jHigl&hd ^bu4 
wbicb segued to .prevail amcng^^e la- 
dies as well asi the gentiiemen^ v 

"Thei^/' siiidiMn. Hahrey, who oouki 
not ooKitain her ezultatidn, >*4lid I DOfr 
tdl you she was pretty? I see yon are^ 
quite astoDisbed at the improvement time 
has made^" ^ * ' 

^' You did not tell me she was beafdi-* 
Julr he linswered^ £vining faer s^eme^ 
and thoughts; and an invdunta^ muS^ 
passed over hisl fuce, whieh^wiis fiiriroiii: 
being lost on. his astte-^'^^dl 1 request i^^ 
don't nmnosuVve for i^; let me choose finr. 
myself, &ir I tlrnddc you^^^AJRB imkliig -^ 
d^set;^ ' : L. 

" N6, no, iio,*' answered Mrs. Harvey — 
'* that's not like me. I ko&wanad^moiseUe 
NantK is very beautifiil, and >I wkhed^har 
to, pkdse you; I w^^/ycni toVkn^^mf 
friends,, and foiget old low;i--4itit I dont 
wifi^, to engage ivi thfe;:r9Bpoimlfili^ of 
choosing a wife for a man like yoursei£^ 
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*' WeH said, tmd better oiideistood,': 
said he— ^< I do like omdeqioiseUe*-^ da 
think her very pretty ; I may say more-- 
beautiful !j — I do adiQire. her;; but leave 
me. to myaelf, and leav^ n^.to manage*^ 
my affecticms jcecede &om foroe, as I did, 
when I WBB little, from medioine wbicb 
was poured dawn my th waC 

Mrs< Harvey took t the hint, find, ^ pro- 
testing :^Ae meant lathing at all like ma- 
noettvrjing, and always wished him to 
choose for himself, left him to wateh her 
friend's beauty and ^aniaii^ ^He wai^thua 
employed wfaeaa lady, wbtel^'&ce he ie« 
membeared, fanged ,hold of his arm, and 
asked' him if he had entirely ^rgotten 
her? Pausing a moment in somelitile 
embarrassment, he answered he eould not 
recollect her name^ but her features he 
had not fdi^tten. 

*' Bless me ! — Mrs. Evi^s*--Mrs. Evans, 
wfaomtyoii met a year since at Mr. :Wy- 
c^ieiiy^: .Prty Jbow is Beatrioe?". 

^ Ahy' haw ialiiat.mteU]£psnt,gid?'' said 
o 2 , 
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mademoiselle Nantz, who at that moment 
came up— '^ I hear she is going to be 
mamed.'' 

^ Indeed T advanced Mrs. Evans, taking 
up the conversation — "I wish her very 
happy ! — who is it — do tell me all about 
it-— or perhaps Mr. Faulkner, who lives on 
the spot, will, for he must know?** 

Mr. Faulkner thought proper, just at 
that moment, to examine a bouquet d 
flowers, and could not possibly hear. Ma- 
demoiselle Nantz having gone through all 
she knew re^)ecting the conversion of 
Beatrice and her engagement, turned to 
Mr. Faulkner, saying — ^' I think Miss 
Wydi«ly a veiry superior prl ; she struck 
me as having a truly original mind ; I saw 
her at your house." 

^ *' She i s ' * * and he hesitated a mo- 
ment, fearful of betraying himsdf, adding, 
<< a very agreeaUe girl.** 

But his companion saw, in the sudden 
change in his countenance^ all the feelings 
he wished to suppress. She only biushed, 
—not with mortification, not with wound- 
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ed pride or envy— but to think how much 
she had been paining the individuid who 
was by her ; and under the strong impulse 
of the moment, she exclaimed— '* I b^ 
your pardon, Mr. Faulkner— I beg^ your 
pardon !^ The lowness of her voice, and 
the crimson of her cheek, told plainly to 
what she alluded ; and he^ recognising the 
cause <^ her confusion, replied — *' Do not 
mention it; it was so perfectly uninten- 
tional, it could not offend me." And we 
do not scruple to say he, at that moment, 
thought how superior was her cqnduct to 
that winch would have felt glory in his 
paki, and smiled at the pangs of disap- 
pointed love. The blush which overspread 
her countenance was modest and becom- 
ing; and Mr. Faulkner thought so, and 
could not hdip respecting those feelings 
which gave it birth. 

" I think,** said Mrs. Evans, drawing 
near, ** you, Mr. Faulkner, knew Beatrice 
Wycherly wdl ; do tell me the name of 
that tale she wrote — ^is she as plain as ever ?** 

" / can give you the title,** said made- 
moiselle Nantz, with some quickness of 
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speedi md manner, and in a lovr tone of 
<n)iee<^*-^ 'indeed I will eeirf you tife wock. 
As to being'{)lain, tbece is too idudk ex- 
pressioti 4h faerftce, for her esrer to be 
termed plaii^.^-^I wish you wdoid: aten^ 
from the/ air ci tiiose ^k)ei6& ; let us go 
lower dowh the rboau" > AtalriMldtig her 
arm in thevready^ioffered 'mie-oF r^Mis. 
Evans, they socht were setendfjades from 
-Faulkner. 

. Thougb^madtoMiisellelfiiltoiifllls^okeli 
jb^ a lowr voice; he^ftad 'listeried'tibr -evciy 
<itatd^i4ie> ftreluraied '^fe^ery^'Wlird^ abb"; 
^md he codirii^ llie 'idndnte \whi^ 
prompted hereto tead Bfos; Eiteai ainqr 
Ikmi him. Air' imulclmdselle 'Wm gong 
-into thesupjier-poomi ffce took ttoe toies^ 
press' his- sense df -her gerierofity,^in warm 
^nd animate terms,.adding*— *I ami'iHik 
forgetful of your manoetrviAng Mss. JSvtas 
^|rom me ; I hope yoii will do f nie thfe jus- 
Jtioe to think 'faaefVfe'inrgratefiiL'' 

Lady Anne Wrendi, '^irho Ivoard this 
emphasis, and >in "fact the ^whble of;t6e 
■peeeh, G^d, Itiugbing^*** 
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f « Gratitude, will lead to Jotc; 

^ So says Chloe to her heart.*' ,.. y 

^; 1, ,' ' ^' - • J ■ • 

^ Mi\ Faulknier lck>ked at mademoiselle 
lHwAtz with a smile ; but she only blushed 
Ib reply. 

' Mademoii^He l>Jantz, ih^iconsequence of 
lomsg 0» a viiMt at. Mrs. Harvey's, was 
-thrdwn imftittdikely into the ^society of 
Mr. Fnulkner, to whcto it may be with 
trut& averred she Mt no distaste. He had 
jiifit'the solidity of judgment she prized, 
4he ^tertdniiig 'manners &&e admired, 
sndf aboNre aU, appeared tb (>e virtuous 
and prindpledin hi&dond^ct and thoughts, 
i6d Was by. no means an everyday com- 
monplace character. Mademoiselle Nantz 
"Afew back from Mrs. Harvey's pushes for- 
"WtiRfl, tei^ she was bent on having her for a 
^I^M^iii^law^ And scrupled tiot to give her 
^ebd every opportunity of full play on 
iMfi Faulkner's heart Did she play, and 
«Iite FdttUcner would move to the instrii- 
q](keiii>ta listen, Mrs. Harvey, under some 
-«ped0Os.pretence, left the room ; did she 
irittg, Mrs. Harvey would remind her of tl^ 
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fine compliments her voice created when 
she favoured a certain select party, and 
appeal to her brother, to know if he did 
not coincide in thinking her voice very 
delightful. Mademoiselle Nantz would 
sometimes be so painfully confused as to 
make blunders in her songs, and thai 
blushinglyget up and declare Mrs. Har- 
vey said such fine thii^ she could not 
play any more ; and so uncotpfortable was 
her finend's manoeuvring to her, that she 
one morning, between jest and eam^ 
ventured to express how embarrassed she 
felt when it was going forward. 

*VDo, my dear Mrs. Harvey," $he said, 
" have compassion on me; you really will 
make me commit myself in some unfinr- 
tunate way, if you will try to make your 
brother make love to me ; I am con^dous 
he sees it all— and it is to me sodissonaqt 
to delicacy. Besides^ you piake a tfxA of 
yourself; and these things are so soon 3een 
through — and ycm know ^w you.didike 
to Ipe called a manoeu vrer ; and ^ you nuuv 
ried ypi;9wlf without any oae giving you 
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MeiV aid— and let me go off the lists of 
cdibacy by my own efforts ; a third should 
not interfere, indeed ; and I want no help- 
ihg hand: if I were ugly, my fortune 
would attract some; but as I am not, I 
think I stand a good chance. Mind, I 
reckon mywlf only passable." 

Now there was no vanity in this speech, 
for mademoiselle Nantz was above it ; ai^ 
she trusted the Httle she had said would, 
in future, prevent any more manoeuvring 
for her. 

** You are a little ungrateful," said Mrs. 
Harv^ m reply. — ^* Here I give you 
every opportunity of assailing my ada- 
mant brother— here I quit the room when 
I think he is about to say soft things — 
and if I do place you together at table now 
and then, where is the harm, I pray you ? — 
but I have done !" 

" You will not be angry, I am sure," 

said mademoiselle, raising her eyes, 

**when I say my delicacy is wounded, 

and my pride revolts at being thrown into 

o 3 
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the #ay of a manwhom, I da ifeallyJQtti- 
'ftss, h one s^gamstwliicb^tbe heart of ifo- 
r^ami should guani itself. Qnfy-'itibJiik^cDy 
'dear friend, if^ aonstantly ttpcted.tobis 
convereBtion, constantly ia \m mmetj, md 
really thrown into it, I shOi^^u> Ipve hito^ 
and he ndt iebam tiiat .'regnrd* what 
would be your safferings^^f-wfaat woidd be 
my own P 

« Why, it #oiild be veiy^faagTeeabfe" 
said Mrs. Hw^. 

^* And how can I tell," advanced 4taade- 
moisefle Nabta, with A suddw ii^fe$a»e of 
colour, ^* tliat my sensebf ienale ddieify 
might not fiul, wlien I was. told (n.you 
have told me), * give bun only a . Uttie 
^loouragement^ and be must loifeyou? 
I must not Biek Mwh^^ innit Idek me. 
My pride m%ht, in this base, afford Hie bo 
chance of escaping froifL hssr^; £ot I hmie 
been tdd it always desertb your Ih- the 
hour oi need. You, ,my dear; fDadant^:es* 
pose me to temfbition :; antk iideeil you 
must not do so^^ br I sfa»tt tr^ihble for my- 
self." 
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i- :-M«. Harir^y ld<*6ft oil ttee^ingeh^ 
ckbutiMI gbl d' niM(ieitt, iSIr sMfe ddttiinl- 
<l4dfei iWd th«i saM^** Weft,' Skttj^le as I 
may have been, and i abklMwkidge I feiV^, 
'4he p^mti<y6u wish tofeofaViriieofyour 
Jiifla gfandsHe&ryott— 1^1^^ ^ 

— Ma^emi^ii^lfe'raiised het^ eyes; atid b^- 
held Mr. Fa«ilkner, with bis coMitetiSftnae 
-illumhied^ l^' a' fi^dden ^asm of hmrtftAt 
jdy, at ttie <)^p(>site ddor, #ith a book in 
his hand. f' 

• ^* I ha?te heard all,** hfe ^d^— ^* but per- 
^fectlyiiniiitentionally:-u.And mw^ ^e$t4ii- 
ter, since you have ^o^ed pta&ithflFt yodng 
lad^ hv peril, HaiUSft' ytiu CWift leiftre the 
rooto, ^*l may sdfejec«^birt6>f^i!jittieC'^ 
^ H« adraneed as Wi^pc^ke, taking m^- 
kidscSIe^s hanc^ and daw %h6 ddor dbse^n 
lub sicrter wiib some satisfin^tion. Hetol^ 
ett»ukm6i«dle Nantss'he tiWiha:! saitere 
M^nd-^i§ n<it friendship with the young 
^bd 4ieaiitiftfl dangemi^ ?)-^hat h^ fe|t 
fefflier when Mrs. Hhrvey tnaMeitvred*-r 
ttid> htt catifeBB^ be tilat day fifclie^reiy 
l^ntimeht of esfeeita fi» her kkhr^aie^ &jr 
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sh^ hadi^mnrefl ,h&fs6lf what h^.i^ays 
thougl^t J ^er q: female. oi a 4^ictte mind; 
ami it giive ^dm the. ^sJucQi-est pLgfiwre to 
findbb ide|9 reftlisiei^j 

How timid i^:b0autifi|l m^d/eEp^isc^ 
looked;: we eftql; pteteqd to 9ay: She was 
.too much jembaitassed to talk at all cohe- 
r^t ; wd Mr. F^ulkner^ aft^r a short term 
of conVeissatiQi^ left her to.her$dl^ god re- 
iSUmed bU'.itudi^, in the library. .,They 
were both confidants. 

. Mrs. HarVi^y fdt .toleK^ly sw0 some- 

.tbiG^had.pa66edconsppant to her wi^es, 

.between Jier lapther aod .madepiQis^^ 

}^0Qt^ : They; no longer felt thems^es 

embarirasf^ ^hen th^y were left alone; 

.but she onc^ caught them smilipg^ as she 

was leaving the room under soni^, ideal 

;preteii^e or other; and Mr. Faulkner did 

not seem in such aviolcdtit hunry t(> leaye^ 

as he at^t had said \iis stay couldnot be 

protracted to a great lengtlu. MadettDoi- 

^ne. Naaitas. too, with singulfm kiuidbess, 

offered her serviqefs ill flnishiiig a {j^ieoe of 

fjaintingjfQir askreen, which VPuW, lit least 
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}4e<xttp her a fortoigbt. Mr. Faulkner pop 
assi^ited hf r in sorting the colours^ and 
mixed^ them for her on the palette ; read 
\^hilst slje,.wOTked— listened whilst she 
played ai^d supg — and bid say ** she was 
an amiable, intelUgei^t^ well-informed 
gfirl, and that he was pleased to be in her 
socaety." 

" Goodfolkjs/' said the colonel one even- 
ing, as Mr. F^v^lkner was looking ove^a 
book of valuable prints, and mademoiselle 
!Nantz was listening to his remarks, '* it 
strikes, me you will have no objection to 
be alone?" ,-...,. / 

"None,*' s8id_Mr. Faulkner — " none 
at all." [ .. 

" None," said mademoiselle Nant^j, 
laughing. . . , 

And the colonel rising up, looked sig- 
nificantly at them both, shook his head, 
and left the tochq ; protesting he had 
some affairs to transact, whjich would give 
them the liberty of pileasing. conversa-^ 
tion for an hour at least 

Mrs. Harvey, who, to do her justice. 
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Iwa tiiaiSebaoiselle Kmitz^ wftb gtieatteiK 
d^ness, and i)l«u€id tbirt ber footherwas 
rddlj in l6iie (i^r sdcli^e deem^ him to 
We), could Ab'lbftjjer ¥esii*ain' lier impa- 
tience to ^^fidfa M-^fHelid on the al&ir 
itseK-^'' TBbt & W^t^l ring yoti hire 
on your ffiiger,** iiEdd she, one ^emhg^ 
beating about the bush — ^* a sapphire, is 
ithdt? WhY, you need hot Wush— my 
qitfettioh is billy a simpte one, is it ?^ 

N6w, as it happened^ mademoisdle dBd 
not bliish, Kilt tbdk c^ihe ring, ind oom- 
pdseidly said^-^^ Yes, the ting is hand- 
some but the giver still more so;'' and 
th^ a Uiish did dome-^-a^e full bhish. 

" Well, I never could see he was hand- 
sbihe," advainced Mrs. Harvey again r **and 
I sincerely think you are the most un- 
'^t^i ojf giilsr to be so dose, after all 
ihy )pSxk ; and theylidve bieen productive 
of sdine g6bd^» ahd ikkl you shall admit; 
and jrou ou^h^ to teB inef all,;* 

** I do not thmfc theiy have befeb of any 
use,'' said mademoiselfe; v^B a little hesi- 
^fon ; ^ iie^tthelete, I thafik ybu for the 
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kind tnqtivQWhic^ prbbipted yon to do 
as yoti ftow done.'' 

'• And there is my brother, yi^t the 
same — ^I can get nothing out of hiil^ only 
that he is very hapi^y, and has ^6t some 

' Hide! things to. settle dt ' tbe ,Lodge soon. 
Ptay *ell mk, arer you ienga^ed?" 

o. ff I am," said madcahoiseUe^ in jsl faint 
Toioe. ^- i.i '. - *-- ^ . 

i.ij •'To himi-*4ia Johfa--ito my-brother?*' 
saul Mrs. Harveyy with tiiat delightful 

.-feelihg fadmkh nature ^^periences wfa^ 

cflliyjQf its plans answa*/ or its hopes are 
ietSkicA. , ..^/-' .<. . > 

... J ;Mademois^ei coqldnot ani^er ; for Mi:. 
Faiilk»et!:at the momrat ent^^,. abd 
throwing a letter, or ralhec, a6tB^ an tfie 
toUe, askcSi hi& fister to .rsaditv dnd A tbe 
sabii^ tube ^d&d^'M think nM^noisdQe 
;}f«iifa. kbvbsj^oQ ti^ i^ L" 

A ter^ ^uiiten leek pa^^ ti6tween thdtn, 
which was not lost on Mrs. Harvey. ^ I 
fdBfy isiweHtriLyou sft once — I am going 
tobe'mbrrkdnext wedc.^ . • , ^ r.-^i 
f^ Ahd are you going id be hiaMed 



y Google 



S04 BEATEicne. 

too?^ said Mrs. Harvey, taming to mi- 
demoiseUe Nantz, with a laughing look. 

"Yes.'* 

••And next week ?•' 

" Why to be sure." 

•• Well, good folks, you have behaved 
very ill; nevertheless, you have my fcMr- 
giveness; cHily there was no occasion to 
be so dose, because at the last I must 
know. And now I mil be revenged ; for 
Mrs. Drummond is coming this evening, 
{or a pool of quadrille, and I shall tell her. 
And pray where may you be going to be 
married? — ^in what may you be going to 
be dressed? Perhaps these are secrets 
also. Oh, you are both confounded T 
Here she laughed. 

A footman's rap made Mrs. Harvey com- 
pose herself; and Mr. Faulkner, fearful of 
being a witness to the intended explosion 
of liews, gathered up his note, and fled the 
room. 

" Now, Mrs. Drummond," sdd Mrs. 
Harvey, •• as I know you are fond of news, 
and I have been treated very ill by two 
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nameless beings, and I also know that yimr 
can keep a secret (which, by the byfe,.wa» 
most egregiously false), I must tdl. youi 
we are going to have a wedding in out 
family — my brother: it takes plwe, if the 
lady will give her consent, next .wefeki'* 
Here she gave mademoisdle Nantzfanex^ 
pressive look, which Mrs. Drummdndim* 
inedbtely understood. . 

Mrs« Drummond played .tw6 podi, and 
then went to Jady KiUfgrew's, where -she 
soon spread the intelligenoe.. LadyEjUe** 
^rew told lady iFdbc^-Jadjr £\elix the ho^ 
nourable Mti. A— -— ^ till pll ihej wodd 
(the ;inhabitant8 of Jth^ i wes(t end of the 
town) knew^hat Mr. Faidkner wasgob^ 
to be manied to mademoiselle Nantz. 

. *^ At leftsl^" said Mrs.. Haryey, ** you 
will bring your bride to town when you 
are married, J(An ?" 

" Do you ihink she wiU wish to come ?' 
.idvanced hej; smilingly, turning to made- 
nKttteUe Nanto# 

'^ Pshaw ! now do not be silly/- said Mrs. 
Ilarvey; '^ dnbp.aii ambiguity, and confess 
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tfif^'inkldM he pretjndusly'Mes :tfae brides 
and kdcmfM^ £)r a csBa^Amrlr ^o it in" 

^ She^mU be^ih town Eiext ireek^ won't 
fti?** si^ Mr. Fauikirer; agaiq appea^ 
te nudetnoiselle Nantz, and smiling attfae 
saMietfrne^ 

'' I dare say, if yoa^^ wi& 'it^" relied 
iiHtt.ifads(Ue-ttrbfm v 

oJ^ JMSdif Jb'cri^TJKyiir /dre$a^wfait4ff ymtf 
Att!6£>'^UA]a llfo/JEfiib^^ ^^ibr^itte 
4»l)tiiimcfti(!ai t^ds^thit > and your mo- 
ilnrti od^ijt^ ttithat-gai^ed?^. 
i.^'Ob^es.'^^ddibtb MniiRidUdber i^ 
ISQMl^iiioiseUe ISadtz^ifn tkui ^ame hta!&L 

^Wlel^ We will bbunni^ faeffc, if yoti 
wfflle^t usi^'iaidMr. Eaidkoa^it^adily. 
.' ^Qfa,.taiiG4uce!«4»Qh yes^ dtf lightfiil ! 
then mademoiseUe I^antk-'niied not go 
'Same'; ahd we lean tx^der iftte idressesf ; and 
^rcKprisjiin^iit be seiiito yolir ^mothcr, 
my love, and also to my amltr Anid when 
isi^b day.?*^bi(t Ifmitst/kndwiviteld shall 
w^ not 'dme' to the unHiner^ this mornings 
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-otsl order yom clothes ? Oh, ^ my dear 
intended £ii5teMn4awr' 

^ My wtBddiMgi^ay ^nrli>e <A Thursday 
next, without fail," said Mr. Fhulkner. 
^, ** V^rjr well. And there shall bea ball ; 
mi3 the hride mtist lead it d£ with niy 
Insbartd.'' 

^ But I must gp Iporae to-niorrMr/' said 
linadeni^eeQe'^aiitE, Gahnly«; ^ I isan^ie- 
anm <^ ihe Monday: iJtfe;Fi^khero6mes 
tm' the Monday/and passes our toiise to 
1iiswaythlilier;t -i- . 

-Harvey, r^ido^ly. ^ 1* Wdl;! tliia .;i? ^de- 
'ii^htful! I iledam^ifchasrdiade'iiie ^uite 
^^ newiif eatur^" dnd I /shdH : dream ' of rnb- 
ttfaing^but silver fevours, and weddingpre- 
sents.^ ^ . - 

'^i)|[a(J:al9oielBveyou to;-morrbw,'* said 
Mr. Faulkner, ''and slibll not return till 
Monday, give^my regards to the oofeoe), 
and tell him, as I shall not see him till 
tbeh, 'that he must take possession of 
Fhoe^, my black mare, I haiving lost my 
bet. So gpood night r 
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^ Good night f said Mrs. Harvej^ dan- 
cing out of the room, to give the lovers a 
few minutes private ocniyersation heRxe 
they ^parted. 

The Monday came, and Mrs. Harvey 
thought every moment an age, tiU her 
brother and his bride elect should come: 
she watched every equipage which passed, 
and at last saw that of her brother, and 
mademoiselle Nantz's, drive quickly up to 
the door. Down went the step— out 
came the ladies — ^mademoiselle and her 
.fandemaid efect—her mother — ^Mr. Faulk- 
ner ; and without waiting to see the cchi* 
tents of the other carriage, she flew to the 
-dmwing«4t>om dow, her Jieart beating with 
joy, and her countenance flushed with 
emotion. — " So you are come ! I have 
been looking for you,"* she exclaimed, as 
• Mn Faulkner made his appearance, accom- 
panied by the cdionel, who was all smiles 
and pleasure* 

•'Yes— here we are; and we have 
brought scttne unexpected visitors with us 

>ld friends of yours: I wished them to 
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be at my marrii^e^ and therefore I know 
you will make them welcome/' 

" Oh yes T and in the joy of her heart, 
Mrs. Harvey exclaimed — " Oh yes ! How 
happy you all look ! Come, where is the 
dear bride elect ? — ^why have you left her ?* 

" I am going to fetch her,** said Mr. 
F&ulkner, smiling. — '' My dear colond, 
lead your wife to the drawing-room, will 
you ? and I will soon follow." 

The colonel led off Mrs. Harvey, saying, 
at the same time, he hoped she would 
oomposlie herself. He had scarcely time to 
give her that piece of necessary advice, 
before the door opened, and in came 
Faulkner, his whole manner bespeaking 
joy — ^pure, delighted, heartfelt joy. — " This 
is my wife— my intended wife," he ex- 
daimed; and drawing forward a youtig 
lady, who held back, as if abashed, Mrs. 
Harvey beheld Beatrice Wycheely ! 

Bd<»« Mrs. Harvey Tiad the power of 
uttering a syllable, Mr. and Mrs. Wycher* 
ly came in, with mademoiselle Nantz, and 
her mother, accompanied by a Mr. Far* 
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qnbfu^ wlH^m. she imm^diat^y recognised 
as being a favoured jov^ of n^ademoiselleX 
but rged;ed bj her motbeKV in toaseqaeoce 
of his want of fortune*.^** What is aH 
this?.** said Mrs* Harrefyv in a voioe of 
agitation^ yet fiurffiiom b&og .one of dis-^ 
I^Msure. ? How you have decdved me ! 
but I am glad at last to see you, Jcltau 
have . the woman of your heart, and one 
whom I am sure will make you Imppy*" 
$he.^en, extended her >hand to Beatrice, 
and kissed her affiectipnately, and wel* 
corned aU assembled with undisguised 
friendship and hospitality. 

The colonel had been in the^secret, as 
weU as ^ademoiadAe lil^antz aiid her mo- 
ther; but as Mrs. Hakvey wished: ifinr an 
explanation, one was ;rat^red into imme- 
diately fay the. happy Mr^ Faulkner^. He 
proiaeedcd to relate, that on the di^ he, had 
overboard jnademoiselle JStkntEikyqpreMhti 
jMr$ of bemg ih^lA&BO^kifyhi^^f»iet^ 
minedr to tett.h^^plflMyt;ria:i:^W:W<^^ 
than ^oatiice W!yohfi% x^dtM, ,ot maiM^ 
evi^^hati^ miy daiQlioqiusjafiepkkiM4..H(i 
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hop^ inailemQmUe .WQul.4:be W fHf»^ 
mor^poirtieiilarly my, whm h6 tdv^dcedi 
thatf young Faiqubac . was. ind^t^^ td 
hiin.foraiivii%4 and^tbafc Dothing/Sbauld 
bemaiited on his pait to ifaring. dfadutii 
mai3ri^ge», which he was^coimnoed Tnotdd|^ 
render both mademoiaelle, Nwts oaod^ Miv 
Karquhar : happy. They ; were fil(gncb/ dhd 
oopfidmts. Mr. Faulknttf wa»;nQt/^;id^ 
sKHwy to heior; througkn^debioiaette.Nanti^ 
who Qorre8pQnded.with;Beatriee,i;th4t4te 
was?nof.goiBg:tabejxianriedtd Mn Aficher;: 
iindifaat; owing to soipe aUnions: to liisr 
mapdi^ewithanothi^.ili^lyy he had been; 
mist(|ken as to her bdiig the diosen )on& 
whqpB tibcty had last met 

He lost no time m writing to Mr^ Wy* 
oherly/ to daim Beatnee for bis bride; and 
he.lostino. tittle in pennipgan epistle toiber; 
alu>, in: which, he promised; to do alt ii^ 
hispowier to <x)n1aibute. to> her happiilgs^ 
if dieiiwould coilsentto bacm hh)a~«well.aik 
siuredodie |}ods^ssed ^tiie essential requistitea 
tOirendei} bun pennaoieiitiy happyv&a iixs. 

Madeiiiaisdte ril^t:^;wa» :going 4o l»& 
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married to Mr. Farquhar the eisuing 
week ; for her mother no longer withheld 
her consent, assured as she was of the mu- 
tual affection whidi existed between them. 
He that morning arrived fhmi Fmihurst, 
just in time to enter into the little party, 
and proceed to town. 

That Mrs. Harvey was a little disap- 
pdnted, we will not scruple to say ; she 
had manoeuvred-^finessed — ^planned — and 
hoped, all to no purpose. But when she 
reflected on the long and rooted affection 
which her brother possessed for Beatrice 
and that he was goii^ to be made happy, 
she could not resist the natural feelings of 
regard for him, and entered into the spirit 
ofhisjoy. 

Mr. and Mrs. Wycherly had not he&t 
mnre of the deception which had been 
pnadtised on poor Mrs. Harvey, or they 
might not so readily have accompanied 
Mr. iFauUcner, ^h6 went toBruncfalefor 
Beatrice, to her house. But the colond 
had written in his own name, and that of 
hilt lady's, pressing them to make their 
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house their home, during the stay they 
made in town, and subjoined a wish, that 
the marriage might be solemnized there. 
No one had any possible objection; and 
every thing being explained, Mr. Faulk- 
ner, turning to his sister, said — " My dear 
Caroline, this day has convinced me more 
than ever of the goodness of your heart : 
in your manoeuvres, I did not see much 
to condemn, for my welfare was nearest 
your heart; bwt, believe me, I think I am 
revenged I have lost my bet to the co- 
lonel.; for he was positive I should be mar- 
ried withia the year, and I was equally 
positive I should not ; for Beatrice L then 
apprehended was engaged. But I have 
obtained the woman of my heart, and I 
may truly be said, encompassed as I am 
with blessings, to be in a fair road of hap- 
piness." 

THE END. 
vol.. IV. P 

Printed by J. Darling, Leadenhali-Streec, London. 
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